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ONGC bave yen ſeen the Greek and Roman name, 
Mid by the muſe, renew their fame: 
ile yet unſung thoſe beroes ſleep, from whom 

Greece form d ber Plato's, and ber Caeſar's Rome. 

Such, gy » Were thy ſons / Divine. great 

Jn arts, and arms, in wiſdom, and in fare 

Her early monarchs gave ſuch glorious birth, 

— ruins are the wonders of the — - 
truftures ſo vd thoſe great kings defipn'd, 

Are but Fob 22. 0 ooh boundief, mind : 

Tet ne er has Albion: Zi though long renown'd, 

With the flern tyrants of the Nile been crown'd. 

The tragick muſe in grandeur ſhould excel, 

Her figure blazes, and ber numbers ſwell. | 

The proudeſt monarch of the proudeſt age, 

From ypt comes to tread the Britiſh fage 7 

Old Homer s berogs moderns are to thoſe 

Whom this night's wvenerab'e ſcene diſcloſe. 

Here pomp and ſplendor ſerve but to prepare; 

To touch the ſcul is our peculiar care; 


x Juf diftreſs ſoft pity to impart, 


your nature, while we move your heart: | 


Wor wvould theſe ſcenes in empty words abound, , 
Or overlay the ſentiment with ſound. | [ 
Werds ( when the poet would your ſouls engage) 
Are the mere garniſh of an idle flage, 

When paſſion rages, eliguence ii mean: 

Geftures and looks beſt ſpeak the moving ſcene. 

Ye ſhining fair ! when tender woes invite 

To pleafing anguiſh, ana ſevere delight, 

By your aH tion you compute your gain, 

- © riſe in pleaſu re, as you riſe in pain. 

If then juft object: of concern are ſhewn, - 

And your bearts beawe with ſorrows not yeur own, 
Let not the gen'rons impulſe he withſlood, 
Fertve not with nature, bluſb net to be good g 
Sighs only from a nable temper riſe, S 
And tis your virtue ſwells izto your eyes. A + Fr 


AA 
ö „. 2 . 2 
1 . OG uv 
Spoken by MAN DANE. 


HE race of criticks, du. judicious rogaes, 
To m:u nful plays deny briſk epilogues. 
Each gentle ſwain and tender nympb, ſay they, 
Frem a ſad tale ſhould go in tears away 
Prom bence guite b:me Baal fireams of ſorrow ſped, 
And drown d in grief, fleal ſupperleſi to bed. 
This dictrine is ſo growe, the ſparks won't bear it; 
They love to go in bumour to their claret. 
The cit, h owns a little fun worth buying, 
Holds baff a «rown too much to pay for crying. 
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| Befides, wo knows without theſe healing arts, 
But love might turn your Lead!, and bygok your beart:; 
And the poor author, by imagin'd woes, 

Might people Beth len with our Belles and Beans? 
Hence 1. Ds. lately bid adieu ts pleaſure, 

Robb'd of my ſponſe, and my dear virgin treaſure; 
I, whom you ſaw deſpairing breathe my loft, 

Am free and eaſy, as if nought bad paſt ; 

Again put on my airs, and play my fan, 

And fear no more that dreadful creature, man. 

— But wvhence does this malicious mirth begin 
I know, ye beaſts, you reckon it no fin. 

"Tis firange that crimes the ſame, in diff rent play, 
Sbould move our horror, and our laugbter raiſe. 
Love's joy, ſecure the comick actor tries, 

But if be's wicked in blank werſe, be dies. 

The fore where wives prove frail, flill makes the bef, 
And the poor cuckold is a flanding jeft : 

But our grave bard, a virtuous ſon of Iii, 

Counts a bold ftroke in love among the vices, 

In bead and wounds a guiity land be dips ye, 

And waſtes an empire for one raviſþ'd gipſy · 
What muſfly mora's fill an Oo ford bead, 

To notions of pedantich virtue bred ! 

There each f Don at gallantry exclaims, 

And cal's fine men and Edi filthy names ; 

T hey tell you rakes and jilts corrupt a nation : 

| Such. is the prejudice of educaticn ! 


. | You, who know better things, will ſure approve 


Theſe ſcenes, that ſhew the beundleſs power of lowts 
Let, when they will, th Italian things appear, 
Tbis play, we truſt, ſhall throng an audience here. 
Bold Myron's paſſion, up te frerzy wrought, 
Would ill be warbled through an eunuch s threat ; 
His part, at leaft, bis part requires @ man; 

Let Nicolini act it if be can. | 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 


Bus ins, King of Egypt. 

Myzox, the Prince. 

Nic Axon, Father of Mandane, 

22 
AMESES R 

— 45 { Conſpirators. 

PHERON, 

AULETEs, a Courtier, 


| W O M E N. 


Myz1s, Queen of Egypt. 
MANDANE, 


SCENE, Mzrwyx1s in Old Egypt. 


_ 


r 
SCENE, @« Temple in Memphis. 
Enter Pheron and Syphoces. 
Hpb. 15 glorious ſtructures and immortal deeds, 
Enlarge the thought, and ſer our ſouls on 
My tongue has been too cold in Egypt's praiſe, [fire, 
The queen of nations, and the boaſt of times, 
Mother of ſcience, and the houſe of gnds ! 
Scarce can I open wide my lab'ring mind 
To comprehend the vaſt idea, big 
With arts and arms, ſo boundleſs in their fame. 
Pber. Thrice happy land! did not her dreadful 
Far-fam'd Buſirts, whom the world reveres, [king, 
Lay all his ſhining wonders in diſgrace, 
By cruelty and pride. 
Sypb. By pride, indeed 
He calls himſelf the Proud, and glories in it, 
Nor would exchange for Jupiter's Almighty. 
Have we not ſeen him ſhake his filver reins 
O'er harneſs'd monarchs, to his chariot yok'd ? 
In ſullen majeſty they ſtalk along, - 
With eyes of indignation and deſpair, 
While he aloft difplays his impious ſtate, 
With half their gifled kingdoms o'er his brow, 
Blazing to heav'n in diamond and gold. 
Pher. Nor leſs the tyrant's cruelty than pride; 
His hortid altars ſtream with human blood, 
And piety is murder in his hand, [A great ſhout. 
Spb. There roſe the voice of twice two hundred 
thouſand, | 
And broke the clouds, and clear'd the face of day; 
The king, who from this temple's airy height, 


With heart dilated, that great work ſurveys, 


Which hill proclaim what can be done by man, 
Hos ſtruck his purple ſtreamer, and deſcends, 
Pher. Twice ten long years have ſeen that 
haughty pile, 
Which nations with united toil advance, 
Cain on the ſkies. and labour up to heaven. 
Hel. The king—or proftrate fall, or diſappear. 
[ Exeunt. 
3 Enter Buſiris attended. 
Buſ. This ancient city, Memphis the renown'd, 
Almoſt cozval with the ſun himſelf, 
And boaſting firength ſcarce ſooner to decay, 
How wanton firs ſhe am d nature's ſmiles ; 
Nor from her higheſt turret has to view, 
But golden landſcapes, and luxuriant ſcenes, 
A wafte of wealth, the ſtorehouſe of the world! 
Here, fruitful vales far ſtretching fly the fight, 
There, ſails unnumber'd whiten all the ſtream; 
While from the banks full twenty thouſand cities 
Survey their pride, and ſee their gilded towers 
Float on the waves, and Wo the ſhore 2 
To crown the whole, this riſingpyramid 
[ Shews the plan. 
Lengthens in air, and ends among the ſtars, 
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While every other object ſhrinks beneath 
It's mighty ſhade, and leſſens to the view, 
As king's compar'd with me. 

Enter Auletes; be falls proftrates 

Au. Oh, hve tor ever, 7 
Buſiris, firſt of men! 

Buſ. Auletes, riſe. | 

Aul. Ambaſſadors from various climes arrive, 
To view your wonders, and to greet your fame z 
Each loaden with the gifts his country yields, 
Of which the meaneſt riſe to gold and pearl. 
The rich Arabian fills his ample vaſe 
With ſacred incenſe: Ethiopia ſends 
A thouſand courſers fleeter than the wind; 
And their black riders darken all the plains 
Camels and elephants from other realms, 
Bending beneath a weight of luxury, 
Bring the beſt ſeaſon of their various yeate, 
And leave their monarchs poor, 

Buſ. What from the Perſian ? 

Aal. He bends before your throne, and far out- 

weighs | 

The reſt in tribute, and out-ſhines in fate, 

Buſ. Away | He ſees me not; 1 know his pur- 
A ſpy upon my greatneſs, and no friend, F[poſe, 
Take his ambaſſador, and ſhew him Egypt; 

In Memphis ſhew him various nations met, 
As in a ſea, yet not confin'd in ſpace, 
But ſtreaming freely through the ſpacious ſtreets, 
Which ſend forth millions at each brazen gate, 
Whene'er the trumpet calls; high over head 
On the broad walis the chariots bound along, 
And leave in air a thunder of my own. 

ove too has pour'd the Nile into my hand, 

he prince of rivers, ocean's eldeſt ſon : 

Rich of myſelf, 1 make the fruitful year, 
Nor aſk precarious plenty from the ſky=—— 
Throw all my glories open to his view, 
Then tell him, in return for trifles offer'd, 
I give him this; and when a Perfian arm 

[ Gives bim a bows 
Can thus with vigour it's reluctance bend, 
And to the nerve it's ſtubborn force ſubdue, 
Then let his maſter think of arms—but bring 
More men than yet e'er pour'd into the field; 
Mean time, thank Heaven, our tide of conqueſt 

drives 

A different way, and leaves him till a king. 
This to the Perfian—— 1 receive the reſt, 
And give the world an anſwer. [ Exit. Bufiris. 

Mancane, attended by Priefis and ber Virgins, is 

ſeen ſacrificing ar a Diſftonce. 

A Hymn to \fis is ſung, the Prieſts go cut. 
Mandane, attended by ber Maids, advancer- 
Mand. My morning duty to the gods is o'er; 

Yet ſtill this terror hangs upon my ſoul, 

And ſaddens every thought— I till behold 

The &ereadful inzage, fill the threatening (word 
4 2 


: 


EV breaft, and glitters iff mine eye. 

But *twasa dream, no more. 

And thou, gert Ruler of the world, be t 

Sh, kindly ſhine on this important hour! 

This hour determines all my future life, 

And gives it up to miſery or joy, 
Theſe lonely walls, this deep and: 
Mg noon-day ſufls but glim mer td the view, 

is houſe of tears, and manſioff bf The dead, 
For ever hides him from the hated light, 
And gives him leave to groan. . 


emn gloom, 


Back Scene draws, arid fp 
| bis Father's Temb, 
Was ever ſcene 


So mouraful! If, my lord, the dend glone 

Be all your card, life is no more bleſſing. 
How could you ſhun me for this diſmal ſhade, 
And ſeeb from loye a refuge in deſpair ? 


Þ= 


"2 If TE 7-0 
| | My tber. Think, Mendane, on-your own, 
My virgins, teave me: — > 


$be advances. 


And reconcite me to my ſather's fate; , 
, Hence have Fong been ford'd ® ſtay my vengeance, 


5 Memnon lernte en 


7 


Mem. Why haſt thou, brought thafe eyes to this 


ſad place, | 


Where darkneſs dwells, and grief would figh ſecures | 


In weicome horrors, and beloved night? 


Thy beauties drive the friendly ſhades before them, 


And light up day s en here. Retire, my love; 
Each jbyful moment I: would ſhare with thee, 
My virtuous maid, but I would mourm alone. 


* 


Mad. What have you found in me ſo moan, to 


hope, 
That while you figh, my ſoul can be at peace 
Your ſograws flow from your Mandane's eyes. 
Mem. Oh, my Mand ane 
Mapd. Wherefore turn yau from me? 
Have I offended, or are you unkind? _ 
Ah, me! A ſight as ſtrange, at pitiful } . 1 


From tHis b:g heart, o'ercharg'd with gen'rous ſor- 


See the tide working upward to his eye, 
And ftealing from him in large ſilent drops, 


Crow, 


Without his leave -Can thoſs tears flow in vain? 
« Mem. Why will ye double my diftrels, and make 


My grief my crime, by diſcqmpoſing you? _ 
And yet | can't forbear! Alas l my father! 
That name excuſes aH; what is not que 

To that great name, which life or death can pay? 


. Mand. Speak on, and eaſe your lab'ring breatt ; 


it ſwells | 
And ſinks again, and then it (wells ſo bigh, 
It looks as. it would break. I know 'tis big 
With, ſomething you would utter. Oft in vain 
I have pteſum' d to aſk vour mournful ſtory ; 
But ever have been anfwer'd with a frown. 


Mem. Oh, my Mandane! did my tale concern 


Myſelf alone, it would not lie conceal'd ; 

But 'tis wrapt up in guiit, in royal guilt, 

And therefore tis unfafe to touch upon't, 

. To tell my tale, is to blow off the athes 

From ſleeping embers, which will riſe in flames 

At the l-a{t breath, and ſpread det: uction round. 

But thou art faithful, and my oth+ec elf; 

And, oh ! my heart this moment is ſo full, 

? It burſts wich it's complaints, and I muſt ſpeak. 
Myris, the preſent queen, was only fitter 

Of great Artaxes, our late rova} lord: 

Buſiris, who now reigns. was fi ſt of males 
In lineal bluod, to which this crown deſcends, 
(Not with lung circumſtance ta load my ſtory) 

4A mbitious Myris R- d bis dating ſog'!, 

And tun d his ſword againft her brother's life: 

Then mounting to the. tyrant's bed and throne, 

Enjav'd her th:me, ard triumph'd in her guilt. 


Mund. So vleck a ſtory we'l might ſhun the day, 


Mem. Arioxes f. ends (a virtuous mallituge) 
. 0 . 1 
WV ere Jwept away by Laintthmenty or death, "Rs 
In taro5ngs, and lated the drvouring grave, 


FA 


And pardbn me! 
Tae tyrant took me, then of tender years, 

nd rear*d me with bis ſon 8 fon fince dead.) 
He vainly hop'd, by ſhews of guilty kindneſs 
To wear away the blackneſs of his crime, 


LV. 


To ſmooth row with ſmHMes, and curb my tongue, 
While the big woe lies throbbing at my heart, 
Enter Pheron at @ Diflance. 
Bp bers 80 ciofe, ſo loviag l Here I ſtand unſeen, 
And watch my rival's fate. [Afde, 
Mem. But thou, my fair, 
Thou art my peace in tumult, life in death, 


f Thou yet canſt make me bleſt. 
1 Mand. A# how, my lord ? 1 PE 


Mem. Ah! why wilt thou inſult me? 
: Mand, Memnon 
em. Speak, | | 
and. Nature forbids, and when I would begin, 
She ſtifles all my ſpirits, and 1 faint : 
My heart is breaking, but I cannot ſpeak. 


Oh, lec me fly! 


Mem, You pierce me to the foul, ¶ Holding ber, 
Mand. Oh! ſpare me for a moment, till my heut 
\egains iis wonted force, and I will ſpeak. 
bare, you know, is daily urgege with me, 
re s through reſtraints, and will not be refus'd, 
; [Pheron Pegs a great concern, 
Yet more, the prince, the young impeiuous prince, 
Before his father ſent him forth to war, 


And gave the Mede to his deſtructive ſword, 


Has often taught his tongue a ſilken tale, 
Deſeended from himſelf, and talk'd of love. 
Since laſtI ſaw thee, his licentious paſſion 
Has haunted all my dreamio——— 
This day the court ſhines forth in all its luftre, 
To welcome her returning warrior home, 
Alas, the malice of our ſtars ! * 
. Mem, To place it 
Beyond the power of fate to part our loves; 
Be this our bridal night, my life !=—my ſoul! 
| [ Embrace, 
Pher, Perdition ſeize them both ! and have 1 lov't 
So-long, to catch her in another's ums 
Another's arms for ever | Oh, the pang ! 
Heart-piercing fight but rage ſhall ale its turr 
it hall be ſ—— and let the crime be his, 
Who drives me to the black extremity ; 
fear no farther hell than that I feel. [ Exit, 
Mem. Trembling 1 graſp thee, and my anxiou! 
Is itill in doubt if | may call thee mine. [ heat 
Ob, bliſs too great! Oh, painful extaſy ! 
I know not what to utter. | 
Mad. Aye, my lord! | | 
What means this — — comes athwart my Je 
Claſtiſing thus the lightnefs of my heat? 
| hevec a father, and a father too, 
Terider as nature ever fram'd.— His will 
Shovld be conſulted.— Should I touch his peace, 
| ſhould be wretched in my Memnon's arms, 
Im. Talk not of wietchedneſs. 
* Mard. ah this Cay | 
Firſt gave me birth, and (which is ſtrange to tel 
| The fates e'er ſiace, as watching its recurn, 
{Have cavght it as it few, and mark'd ie deep 
With foareching great, extremes of good or ill 


{Of all that happineſs they raviſh'd from me; 


| Diez. Why thould we bode mistortune to © 
No, | receive thee ſrom the gods, in lieu [lov 


Fame, freedom, father, all return in thee. 
Had not the gods Mandane to beſtow, 


begin, 


'g ber, 
heart 


| 

us'd. 
INCETT, 
rince, 


act, 


AEM 

They never would have pour'd fugh vengeance on me. 

They meant me thee, and could not be ſevere, 

Soon as night's favourable ſhades defeend, 

The holy prieft hall join our hands for ever, 

And life ſhall prove but one long bridal day. 

Till then in ſcenes of pleaſure loſe thy grief, | 

Or ſtrike the lute, or ſmile among the flowers; 

They'll ſweeter ſmell, ang fairer bloom for thee. 

Alas ! I'm torn from this dear tender fide, 

By weighty reaſons, and important calls, 

Nay, e en by love itſe!f—1 quit thee now, 

But to deſerve thee mote. [ They embrace. 
Mand. Y our friends are here. * Maad. 
Mem. Excellent creature! how my ſoul pants for 

But other paſſions now begin their claim. [thee | 

Doubt, anddiſdain, and ſorrow, and revenge, 

With mingiing tumult tear up all my breaſt : 

Oh, how unlike the ſoſtneſſes of love! 

| Enter Syphoces. 

Sypb. Hail, worthy Memaon. 

em. Welcome, my Syphoces. 

And much 1 hope thou bring'ſt a- bleeeding heart, 

A heart that bleeds for others' miſeries, 

Bravely regardleſs of it's own, though great, 

That 27a of characters. 

Sypb. And there's a ſecond, 

Not far behind, to reſcue the diftreſs'd, 

Or die, | 
Mem. Ves, die; and viſit thoſe brave men, 

Who, from the firſt of time have bath'd their hands 

In tyrants* blood, and graſp'd their honeſt ſwords 

As part of their own being, when the cauſe, 

The public cauſe, demanded. Oh, my friend! 

How long ſhall Egypt groan in chains ? How long 

Shall her ſons fall in heaps without a foe ? 

No war, plague, famine, nothing but Bufiris, 

His people's father] and the flate's defence 

Yet but a remnant of the land ſurvives, 

Sypb. What havock have I ſeen? Have we not 
A multitude become a morning's prey, {known 
Whea troubled reft, or a debauch has ſour'd 
The monſter's temper? then 'tis inſtant death 
Then fall the brave and good, like ripen'd corn 
Before the ſweeping ſcythe 3 not the poor mercy 
To ſtarve and pine at leiſure in their chains. 

But what freſh hope, that we receive your ſummons 

To meet you here this morning ? 

Kno, Syphoces, | 

"Twas on this day iny warlike father's blood, 

So often laviſh'd in his country's cauſe, 

And greatly ſold for conqueſt and renown 

'Twas on this execrable day it flow'd 

On his own pavement, in a peaceful hour, 

Smok'd in the duſt, and waſh'd a ruffian's feet. 

This guilty day returning, rouzes all 

My ſmother'd rage, and blows it to a flame. 

Where are our friends ? 

Sypb. At hand, Rameſes, 

Laſt night, when geatle reſt o'er nature ſpread 

Her till command, and care alone was waking, 

Like à dumb, lonely, diſcontented ghoſt, 

Enter'd my chamber, and approach'd my bed! 

With byrſts of pallion, and a peal of groans, 

He recollects his godlike brother's fate, t 

The drunken banquet, and the midnight murder, 

And urges vengeance on the guilty prince, 

Such was the felineſs of his boiling rage, | 

Methought the night grew darker as he frown'd, 


Dem I know he bears the prince moſt deadly hate: 


But this will enter deeper in his ſoul, ¶ Shervs a latter. 
And rouze up paſions, which till now have flept ; | 
Mader will look {ike innocance to this | 

Spb. How, Memnen! 


| And 


AT : 

Mem, This reminds me of thy fates - + + 
The queen has courted thee with proffer'd realms, 
outzht by threats to bend thee to her will; 
She languiſhes, ſhe burns, ſhe waſtes away 
ln fruitleſs hopes, and dies upon thy name, 

Spb. Oh, fatal love! which ſtung by jealouſy, 


|Expell'd a life, far dearer than my own, 


By curſed poiſon—— Ah, divine Apame ! 
And could the murd'reſs hope ſhe meuld iaherir ©. 
This heart, and fill thy place within theſe arms 
But grief ſhall yield — Revenge, I'm wholly thine, 
Mem, The tyrant too is wanton in his age, 
He ſhews that all his thoughts are not in blood ; 
Love claims its ſhare; he envies poor Rameſes 
The ſoftneſs of his bed ; and thinks Amelia 
A miſtreſs worthy of a monarch's arms. | 
Spb. Bot fee, Rameſes comes; a fullen gloom 
[Scowls on = brow, and marks him through the 
duſk. 
Enter Rameſes, Pheron, and other Conſpirators, 
Mem. To what, my friends, ſhall Memaon bid 
you welcome ? . 
To tombs, and melancholy ſcenes of death? 


have no coſtly banquets, ſuch as ſpread 


Prince Myron's table, when your brocher fell. 
[ To Rameſes. 
I have no gilded roof, no gay apartment, 
Such as the queen prepar't for thee, Syphoces 2 
Yet be not diſcontent, my valiaat friends, 
Bufiris reigns, and tis not out of feaſon 
To look on aught may mind us of our fate x 
His ſword is ever drawn, and furious Myris 
Thinks the day loft that is not mark'd with blood, 

Ram. And have we felt a tyrant twenty years, 
Feit him, as the raw wound the burning ſteel, 
And are we murmuring out our midnight curſes, 
Drying our tears in corners, and complaining ?. 
Our hands are forfeited. Gods, ftrike them off ! 
No hands we need to faſten our own chains: 

Our maſters will do that; and we want ſou!s 
To raiſe them to an uſe more worthy men. 
Mem. Rules your temper at offences paſt? 
Here then, to ſting thee into madneſs. | 
[ Gives the Letter. Rimeſes reads. 
Ram. Oh Iframe! 
Sypb. See how the ſtruggling paſſions ſhake his 
am. My boſom joy, that crowns my happy bed 
With tender pledges of our mutual love, 
Far dearer than my ſoul ! and ſhall my wife, 
The mother of my little innocents, 
Be taken from us ? Torn from me! from mine 
Who live but in her fight! and ſhall I hear 
Her cries for ſuccour, and not ruſh upon him ? 
My infarit hanging at the neck upbraids me, 
And ſtruggles with his little arms to fave her. 
Thele veins have till ſome gen'rous blood in ſtore, 
The &regs of thoſe rich Qreams his wars have drain. 
I'll giv'c in dowry with her, 
Pher. Well reſolv'd. 
A tardy vengeance ſhares the tyrant's guilt. 

Ram. Let me embrace thee, Pheron, thou art 
And daſt diſdain the coldneſs or delay. [ brave, 
Curſe on the man that calls Rameſes friend, 

And keeps his te:nper at a tale like this; 
When rage and rancour are the proper Virtues 
And loſs ef r:aſon is the mark of men. four 

M.m. Thus 1 've determin's ; when the midriight 
Lulls this proud city, and her monarch dreams 
Of humbled foes, or his new taiſtteſs“ love, 

Then we will ruſh at once, let looſe the terrots 
Of rage pent in; and ſtruggling twenty years 
To find a vent, and at one dreadiol blow 
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Ot throwing his reſentment wide 3 and now [| ſiot 


 Hluftriovs ſhades! who nightly ſtalk around 


From earth, from air, from heav'n, and from hell, 


6 B U 8 
A more 2ufpictous joncture could not happen. 
The Perfian, who for yeats bas join'd our counſels, 
Stirr'd up the love of freedom, and in private 
Long nurs'd the glorious appetite with gold, 
This morn with tranſport ſnatch'd the wiſh'd occa- 


He frowns in arms, and gives th' event to fate; 
Ram. This hand ſball drag the tyrant from the 
And ftab the royal victim on this altar. [chrone, 
. 8 — 4 the tomb. 
. . Mem. Oh, juſtly thought; Friends caſt your eyes 
All that moſt awful is, or great in nature, — 
This folemn ſcene preſents : the gods are here, 
And here our fam'd forefathers' ſacred tombs ; 
Who never brook'd a tyrant in this land. 
Let us not act beneath the grand aſſembly ; 
de ſighted altars tremble, and theſe tombs 
Send forth a peal of groans to urge us on. 
Come then, ſurround my father's monument, 
And call his ſhade to witneſs to your vows, 
Ram. Nor his alone, Oh, all ye mighty dead ! 


The tyrant's couch, and ſhake his guilty ſoul : 
Whether already.you converſe with gods, 
Or ſttay below in melancholy glooms, 


Come, I conjure you, by the pris ners chain, 
The widow's fighing, and the orphan's tears, 
The virgin's ſhrieks, the hero's ſpouting veins, 
By gods blaſphem'd, and free-born men enſlav'd. 
Mem, Hear, Jove, and you moſt injur'd heroes, 
2 hear, 

. While we o'er this thrice hallow'd monument, 
Thus join our hands, and kneeling to the gods, 
Faſt bind our ſouls to great revenge | 

All, We ſwear 
Mem. This night the tyrant and his minions 
Aud flames ſhall lay thoſe palaces in duſt, [ bleed, 
Whoſe gilded domes now glitter In the ſun. 
Pher. So, now my foe is taken in the toil; 
And I've a ſecond caſt for this proud mad 
It is aroath well ſpent, aperjury 
Of good account in vengeance, and in love. [ Afide. 
' Mem, We wrong the mighty dead, if we permit 
Our eyes alone to count this grand aſſembly : 
A thouſand unſeen heroes walk among us; 
My father riſes from his tomb, his wounds 
Bleed all afreſh, and conſecrate the day 
He waves his arm, and chides vur tardy vengeance 
More than this world ſhall thank us. Oh! my 
friends 
Such our condition, we have nought to loſe, 
And great may be our gain, if this be great, 
To cruſh a tyrant, and preſcrve a ſtate ; 
To ſtiil the clamours of our father's blood, 
To fix the baſis of the public good; 
To leave a fame eternal, then to ſoar, 
Mix with the gods, and bid the world adore. 


SC TT II. 
SCENE, the Palace. 

A magnificent Throne diſcovered, and ſevera! Courtiers 

| walking to and fro. 
Enter Syphoces and Rameſes. Shouts at a Diſtance. 
Ram. HAT means this duſt, and tumulcin 
the court, 
Theſe ſtreamers fooling in the wind, thefe ſhoute, 
The tyrant blazing in full inſolence, ; 


| He's gen'rous, grateful, affable, and brave; 
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1 e. Your father and Prince Myron are arri vd, 

4 3 with Janes peat. of Joy. che ation a (5% ] b 

am. Long has my father ſerv'd this tyrant 

With zeal well worthy of a better cauſe Ga. 

Though with his helm he hides a $1. C298 

Long vers'd in death, the father of the field, 

At the ſhrill trumpet he throws off the weight 

Of fourſcore years, and ſprings upon the foe. 

The tranſport danger gives him, conquers nature, 

And a ſhort youth boils up within his veins. 

Sypb. Behold, this way they paſs to meet the king, 

Myron and Nycanor paſs the Stage with Attendant, 
Ram. What pity tis that one ſo loſt in guilt, 

Should thus engage the fight with manly charms, 

And make vice lovely ? [Looking cn Myron, 
Spb. Pardon me, Rameſes; 

Though to my foe, I muſt be ever juſt, 


But then he knows no limit to his paſſion 3 


The tempeſt- beaten bark is not ſo toſs'd 1 
As is his reaſon, when thoſe winds ariſe: | 1 
And-though he draws a fatal ſword in battle, An 
And kindles in the warm purſuit of fame, Art 


Pleaſure ſubdues him quite 5 the ſparkling eye 

And gen'rous bowl bear do wn his graver mind, Wh 

While fiery ſpirits dance along hit veins, Ani 

And keep a conſtant revel in his heart, He 
Ram. But here the tyrant comes! With whit 4 

Of idle pride will he receive his ſon ? ſexcen Wl 2 

How with big words will he ſwell out this conqueſt, i My 


And into grandeur puff his little tales, Thu 
Enter Buſi ris, and a ſcendi the Throne ; on the otbe þ 
Side, enter Myron and Nicanor, And 

| Buſ. Welcome, my ſon, great partner of m a, 
fame, And 

I thank thee for the increaſe of my dominione, I he 


That now more mountains riſe, more rivers flow, Fall 


And more ſtars thine in my ſtill growing empire, Tha 
The ſun himſelf ſurveys it not at once, Coll. 
But travels for the view, whilſt far disjoin'd, And 
My ſubje&s live unheard of by each other; Like 
Theſe wrapp'd in ſhades, while thoſe enjoy the light, MW 0'er 
Their day is various, but their king the ſame. Ere | 
Myr. Here, Sir, your thanks afe due; to this old MW ang 
army M 

| Whoſe nerves not threeſcore winter camps unbend, »4 
You owe your victory, and I my life. And 
When my fierce courſer, with a javelin ſtung, Wou 
Firſt rear'd in air, then tearing with a bound Ia th 
The trembling earth, plung'd deep amidſt the foe ; WM Man, 
And now a thouſand deaths from every fide, And 
Had but one mark, and on my buckler rung; His 
Through the throng'd legions like a tempeſt ruſi i ang 
This friend, o'er gaſping heroes, rolling Reeds, Oh, t 
And fnaich'd me from my fate. Then 
Buf. | thank thee, general. A lay 
Thou haſt a heart that ſwells with loyalty, Abſer 
And throws of? the infection of theie times; Caric 
But thy degenerate — Au 
Nic. No more my ſon ; My 

| cut him off my guilt, my puniſhment. That 
Look not, dread Sir, on me through his offence; I Avei! 
Ou! let not that diſcolour all my ſervice, And b 


And ruin thoſe who blame him for his crime, 
e Old man, I will not wear the crown in vain} 
Jubje cs (hail work my will, or feel my power: 
Their diſobedience ſhall not be my guilt. 

Who is their welfare, g'ory, and defence? 

The land that yields them food, and every ſtream 
That fakes their thirſt, the air tney breath is mit 
And is concurrence to their own enjoyment, 
By due ſubmiſſion, a too great return ? 


And all his gaudy courtiers baſking round him, 
Like pois'nous vermin in a dog · day ſun ? | 


Death and deſtruction ute within my call 


%, 


, 


5e 
d, 


what 
exceſz 
queſt, 
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gat thou ſhalt flouriſh In thy maſter's ſmile. 

A faithful miniſter, adorns my crown, 

And throws a brighter glory round my brow. 

Nic. Take but one more, one ſmall one to your 

_ favour, | * 

And then my ſoul's at peace —I have a daughter, 

An only daughter, now an only child, 

Since her loſt brother's folly ; ſhe deſerves 

The moſt a father can For ſo much goodneſs : 

Her mother's dead, and we are left alone; 

We two are the whole houſe, nor are we twoz 

In her 1 live, the comfort of my age. 

And if the king extend his grace ſo far, 

And take that tender blofſom into ſhelter, 

Then 1 have all my monarch can beſtow, 

Or heav'n itſelf, but this: that I may wear 

My life's poor remnant out in your command 

Stretch forth my being to the laſt ia duty, 

And, when the fates ſhall ſummon, die for you. 
Buſ. Nicanor, know, thy daughter is our care. 
Myr. Ob, Sir, be greatly kind, exert your pow'r, 

And with the monarch furniſh out the friend. 

Art thou not he, that gallant-minded chief 

To Nicanor, 

Who would not ſtoop to give me leſs than life ? 

And ſhall I prove ungrateful ? Shocking thought! 

He that's ungrateful has no guilt but one; 

All other crimes may paſs for virtues in him. 

Nic. What joy my daughter's promis'd welfare 
My lips I need not open to diſc&ver— [gives me, 
Thus humbly let me thank you. 

Buſ Dry thy tears, 

And follow us ; thy daughter's near our queen, 

And longs, no doubt, to ſee thee 3 bleſs the maid, 

And then attend us on affairs of ſtate; 

I hear there's treaſon near us; though the ſlaves 

Fall off from their obedience, and deny 

That I'm their monarch, I'm Buſiris ſtill. 

Collected in myſelf, I'll ſtand alone, 

And hurl my thunder, though 1 ſhake my throne: 

Like death, a ſolitary king I'll reign | 

Oer filent ſubjects, and x» deſart plain; 

Ere brook their pride, I'll ſpread a gen ral doom, 
And ev'ry ſtep ſhall be from tomb to tomb. | Exit. 
Myron and Auletes, bo talked ofide, advance. 

Myr. Her abſent beauties glow'd upon my mind, 
And ſparkled in each thought. She never left me 
Wouldſt thou believe it? In the field of battle, 
la the mid terror, and the flame of fight, 

Mandane thou haſt ſtol'n away my ſoul, 

And left my fame in danger—My raiſs'd arm 

Has hung in air, forgetful to deſcend, 

And for a moment ſpar'd the proftrate foe—— 

Oh, that her birth roſe equal to my own ! 

Then I might wed with honour, and enjoy 

A awful blifs——2nd why not now? Methinks 

Abſence has plac'd her in a fairer light, 

Earich'd the maid, and beighten'd ev'ry charm, 
Au. She comes, 

Myr. That modeſt grace ſubdu'd my foul, 

That chaſtity of look, which ſeems to hang 

Aveil of pureſt light o'er all her beauties, 


And by forbidding moſt i flames defire. 


Enter Mandane. 


What tender force What dignity divine! 


hat virtue conſccrating ev'ry feature! 


Around that neck, what droſs are gold an! pearl! 
Mandane ! Powerful being, whoſe firſt fight 

Gives me a tranſport not to be expreſs d; 

And with one moment over-pays a year 

Of danger, toil, ang death, and abfence from thee, 


Mand. My lord, I ſought my fathers 
Myr. Leave me not, f 


4 
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I've much to ſay, much more than you conceive ; ; 
Yes, by the gpds, much more than I can utter. 
My breath is ſnatch'd, I tremble, I expire: [ Afide., 
Nay, here Il! offer tender violence ——— - 
[Tales ber Band. 
May I not breathe my ſoul upon this hand, 
When your eyes triumph, and inſult my pain? 
Permit me here to take a ſmall revenge. 
Mand. My lord, I am not conſcious of my fault. 
Myr. Tis faiſle———l know the language of thoſe 


ee | , 

They uſe me ill ſee my heart beat, Mandane z 
Believe not me, but tell yourſelf my paſſion 
Is it in art to counterfeit within ? 
To drive the ſpirits, and inflame the blood? 
Each nerve is pierc'd with lightning from your eye, 
And every pulſe is in the throbs of love. 

Mand. My lord, my duty calls, I muſt not ſtay. 

Myr. Give me a moment: 1 have that to ſpeak 
Will burſt me if ſuppreſs 'd—— Oh, hbeav'nly maid! 
Thy charms are doubled, ſo is thy diſdein- 
Who is it ? Tell me who enjovs thy ſmile ? 
There is a happy man, I ſwear there is ; 
| know it by your coldineſs to your friend 
That thought has fix'd a ſcorpion on my heart, 
That ſtiags to death—and is it poſſible 
You ever ſpoke of Myron in his abſence, 
Or caſt, at leiſure, a light thought that way ? 

Mand. | thought of you, my lord, and of my 

father, g 2 

And pray'd for your ſucceſs; nor muſt I now 
Neglect to give him joy. 
Myr. Vet ſtay, you ſhall not go Ungrateful 


woman ! 

I would not wrong your father; but by heaven 
His love is hatred if compar'd with mine, 
[ underſtand whence this unkineneſs flows 
Your heart reſents ſome licence of my youth, 
When love had touch'd my brain. You may forgive 
Becauſe I never ſhall forgive myſelf; {meg 
But that you live, I'd ruth upon my ſword, 
If you forgive me, I ſhall now approach, 
Not as a lover only, but a wretch 
Redeem'd from bateneſs to the ways of honour, 
And to my paſſion join my gratitude, 
Each time 1 kneel before you, I ſhall riſe 
As well a better as a happier man, 
ladebted to your virtue and your love. 

Mand. I muſt not heat you. 

Myr. Oh, torment me not! 
Hear me you muſt, and more—Y our father's yaloury 
In the late battle, reſcu'd me from death : 
And how ſhall I be grateful ? Thou'rt a princeſs—- 
Thi”'k not, Mandane, this a ſudden fart, 
A flaſh of love, that kindles and expires; 
Long have I weigh'd it; ſince | parted hence, 
No night has paſs'd but this has broke my reſt, 
And mix'd with ev'ry dream. My fair, I wed thes 
In the matureſt counſel of my ſoul. 

Mand Ob, gods, I tremble at the riſing ſtorm! 
Where can this end) [ Afides 

Myr. And do you then deſpiſe me ? 

Mand. My lord, 1 want the courage to accept 
What far tranſcends my merit, and for ever 
M  filently upbraid my little worth. 

Myr. Have I forſook myſelf, foregone my temper, 
Headlong to all the gay delights of youth, 
And fall'n in love with virtue moſt ſevere ? 
Turn'd ſuperſtitious to. make thee my friend? 
Gods! have I firuggled thro' the pow'rful reaſons 
That ſtrongly combated my fond reſolves ? 
Was wealth v'erlook'd, and glory of no weight, 


My parent's crown forgot, and my own conqueſts, 
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all to be reſus d; to ſooth, your pride, 
aro. rival = _ * | 
C Wich patience hear me | 
Nor tet my truſt ia Myron proye my ruin, . 
Arr. D ſtraction ! Art thou narry'd? 
and. Oh! : 
Myr. M heart foretold it—Ah, my ſoul Au- 


le te 


el. Madam, 'tis prudent in you 
Ahr. I do not live— I cannot bear the light! 


to withdraw; 


. Where is Mandane? But I would not know. 


e is not mine. Yet tho' not mine in love, 
Revenge, my juſt revenge, may overtake her. 
Oh, how hate her! Let me know her faults. 
id the proud maid inſult me in diſtreſs, 
nd ſmile to ſee me gaſping ? Speak, Auletes, 
id the not figh ? Sure ſhe might pity me, 
ugh all her love is now another's right. 
| Mad. She figh'e and weep'd ; but I remov'd her 
from you- 
Myr. It was well done. Yet I could gaze for ever, 
And did the figh, and did ſhe drop a tear? 
The tears ſhe ſhed for me are ſurely mine; 
And ſhiil another dry them on thoſe cheeks, 


And make them an excuſe for greater fondneſs ? 


Shall I aſſiſt thE villain in his joys? 
No, | will tear her from him, 
I's. grudge her beauties to the gods that gave them. 
Anl. My lord, have-temper. 
Myr, And #nother's paſſion 
Warm on that lip! another's burning arms 
train'd round the lovely waiſt for which I die, 
nd ſhe conſenting, wooing, growing to bim! 
What galden ſcenes, when abſent did I feign! 
What lovely pictures did I draw in air! | 
What luxury of thought ! and ſee my fate! 
Shall then my ſlave enjoy her, and I languiſh 
In my triumpbal car, my foot on purple, 
gas o'er my head a canopy of gold? 
ate in my nod, and monarchs in my train? 
What if I tab him? No; ſhe will not wed 
His murderer, I never form'd a wiſh, 
But full fruition taught me to forget it. 
And am I leſſen'd by my late ſucceſs ? 
And have I ſaſt my conqueſt 7 Fly, Auletes, 
And tell her 
Aul. What, my lord? 
Myr. No, bid her 
Alul. Speak. . 
hr. know not what, My heart is torn aſunder. 
Aul. Retire, my lord, and recompoſe yourſelf; 
The 'queen approaches. Ha! her boſom ſwells, 


" Myron. 


Her pale lip trembles, a diſorder'd h 


Is in her Reps ; her eyes ſhot gloomy fires! 


When Myris is in anger, happy the 
Sbe calls ber friends. 8 
Enter Queen. 

_ Auletes, where's the king? 

Aul. At council, Madam. 
geen. Let him know I want him. [Exit Aul. 

Baſe ! to forget to whom he owes a crown! 
Fool ! to provoke her rage whoſe hand is red 
In her own brother's blood! 
: Enter King and Pheron. 

King. Horrid eonſpiracy ! 

Pher. This night was deſtin'd for the bloody deed. 

King. Miſtaken villains ! if they wiſh my death, 


They ſhould, in prudence, lay their weapons by. 
So jealous are the gods of Egypt's glory, | 


1 cannot die while Javes are arm d againſt me. 


Uran. 


[ Exit Mandane. 
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Hafte, Pheron, to the dungeon, plunge them ton 
— from che hopes of day; the thee lie 
Baniſh'd this world, while yet alive, and groan 
In darkneſs and in horror; let double chains 
Conſume the fleſh of Memnon's loaded limbs, 


friend: : 
| Nay, more, Buſiris. Go, let that 1 l 
* My lord, your thought's engag d. 
ing. Aff. irs of ſtate 3 
Detain'd me from my queen. 
Nueen. The world may wait: 
I've a requeſt, my lord, 
King. Oblige me with it, 
Queen, Will you comply? 
King. My queen, my pow'r is yours. 
2 our queen. 
ing My queen, 
Nucen. Indeed, it ſhould be ſo. 
Then fign theſe orders for Amelia's death. 
He ſtarts, turns pale, he's ſinking into earth! 
Enough : begone, and fling thee at her feet; 
Doat on my | 25g and fue to her for mercy. 
Go, pour forth all the folly of thy ſoul ; 
But bear in mind, thou giv it not of thy own, 
Thou giv'ſt that kindneſs which I bought with blood, 
Nor ſhall Iloſe unmoy'd. | | 
| * I wiſh, my queen, 
This ftill bad ſleep'd a ſecret for thy ſake 
But fince thy reſtleſs jealouſy of ſoul 
Has been ſo ſtudious of it's own diſquiet, 
Support it as you may. Ion Ive feit | 
Amelia's charms, and think them worth my love, 
| Queen, And dar'ſt thou bravely own it too! 
Oh, inſult! 
FForgetful man ! *tis I then owe a crown 
Thou hadſt ſtill grovell'd in the lower world, 
And view'd a throne at diftance, had not I 
Told thee thou wert a man, and (dreadful thought!) 
| Through my own brother cut thy way to empire: 
But thou might'ſ well forget a crown beſtow d; 
That gift was ſmall; I liſten'd to thy ſighs, 
And rais'd thee to my bed. 
King. I thank you for it. 
The gifts you made me were not caſt away; 
I underſtand their worth. Huſband and king 
Are names of no mean import ; they riſe high 
Into dominion, and are big with pow'r.— 
Whate'er I was, I now am King of Egypt, 
And Myris' lord. 
Queen. I dream! Art thou Buſiris? 
Buſitis, that has trembled at my feet, 
And art thou now my Jove with clouded brow, 
\Diſpenſing fate, and looking down on Myris ? 
Doſt thou derive thy ſpitit from thy crimes ? 
Cauſe thou haft wrong'd me, therefore doſt thov 
threaten, 
And roll thine eye in anger? Rather bend, 
And ſue for pardon. Oh, deteſtable ! 
Burn for a ftranger's bed! 
King. And what was mine, 
When Myris firſt vouchſaf'd to ſmile on me? 
Queen, Diſtraction! death! upbraided for 1 
Thou art not only criminal, but baſe. [ love; 
Mine was a godlike guilt; ambition in it; 
It's foot in hell, it's head above the clouds; 
For know, I hated when I moſt careſs'd : 
"Twas not Buſiris, but the crown, that charm'd m6 
And ſent it's ſparkling glorics to my heart. 
But thou canſt ſoil thy diadem with ſlaves. 
King. Syphoceg is a king then, 
Aucen, Ha | : 


Till death wall knock them off, A King's thy 


it. Pher, 
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her, 
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King, Let fair Amelia know the king attends 
i | her. ; th Exit. 

Nueen . Go, tyrant, , and wiſely, by y 
Prepare thy way to + ü I'll o'ertake thee, 
Livin or dead; if dead, my gboſt ſhall riſe, 

iek in thy ears, and talk before thy eyes! 

In death I'll triumph o'er my rival's charms, 
And chill thy blood, when claſp'd within her arms. 
Alone to ſuffer is beneath the great; 
Tyrant! thy torments ſhall ſupport my tate. 


AC T II. 
SCEN E, the General's Houſe. 


Enter the King. 


King. ERE dwells my ftubborn fair; I'll 
ſooth her pride, 
And lay an humbled monarch at her feet. 
But let her well conſider, if. he's flow 
To welcome bliſa, and dead to glory's charms, 
Then my reſentment riſes in proportion 
To this high grace extended to my ſlave, 
And turns the force of her own charms againſt her. 
Monarchs may court, but cannot be deny d. 
| Enter the Queen veiled. 
Amelia, dry thy tears, and lay aſide 
That melancholy veil———Ha, Myris! 

Queen, Myrig—— 
A name that ſhould like thunder ſtrike thine ear, 
And make thee tremble in this guilty place. 
But wherefore doſt thou think 1 meet. thee here? 
Not with mean fighs and deprecating tears 
To humble me before thee, and increaſe 
The number of thy ſlaves, in hope to breale 
Thy reſolution, and avert thy crime ; 

But to denounce, if thou ſhalt dare perſiſt, 
The vengeance due to injur'd Heav'n and mez 
And by this warning double thy offence. 
Think, think of vengeance, tis the only joy 
Which thou haſt left me 1 I'm no more thy wife, 
Nor queen; but know, I am a womaa fill, 
Enter Auletes. | 
Aul, May all the gods watch o'er your life and 
empire, x 

And render omens vain ! So fierce the ſtorm, 
Old Memphis from her deep foundations ſhakes, 
And ſuch unheard of prodigies hang o'er us, 
As make the boldeſt tremble. See, the moon, 
Robb'd of her light, diſcolour'd, without form, 
Appears a bloody fign, hung out by Jove, 
To ſpeak peace broken with the ſons of men; 
The Nile, as frighted, ſhrinks within it's banks; 
ind as this hour I paſs'd great Ifis' temple, 
ſudden flood of lightning ruſh'd upon it, 
nd laid the ſhrine in aſhes. 
King. Oh, mighty lüs! 
by ail theſe figns in nature ? Why this tumult 
0 tell me I am guilty ? If my crown 
de Fates demand, why let them take it back. 
y crown, indeed, I may reſign; but, oh! 
Who can awake the dead? [ thoughts, 
Tis hence theſe ſpectres ſhock my midnight 
ad nature's laws are broke to diſcompoſe me; 
in I that whirl theſe hurricanes in air, 


=p ſhake the earth's foundations with my guilt, 
b, Myris, give me back my innocence | 

Nueen, I bought it with an empire. 

King. Cheaply ſold! 

by didd chou urge my lifted arm to ſtrike 


{Melts in the wound, and ſoftens 


TRIS 


You that are vain of your ſuperior reaſon, 4 
And ſwell with the prerogati ve of man. 0 


If you ſucceed, our countel is of nought, 
You own it, not accepted, tho' enjoy d; 
But ſteal the glory, and deny the favour t 
Yet if a fatal conſequence attend, = 
Then we're the authors; then your treach'rous praif 
Allows us ſenſe enough to be condema'd. 

King Tis prudent todifſemble with her fury, 
And wait a ſofter ſeaſon for my love. „ 
Bid Ifis* prieſts attend their king's devotions: 

I'll ſooth with ſacrifice the angry pow'rs. 
Swift to my dungeons; bid their darkſome womby 
Give up the numerovs captives of my warsz 


% 


Ten thouſand lives to Heav'n deyoutly pour, 


Nor let the ſacred knife grow cool from blood, 
Till ſevenfold Nile, infected with the ſtain, 
In all his ſtreams flows purple to the main. [ Tait 
geen. Thin artifice! I know the ſacrifice 
You moſt intend. But I will daſh your joys: 
Thou, victim, and thy goddeſs, both ſhall feel me. 
Aul. Madam, the prince.. 
veen. And is he til! afftited ? | 
J. It grieves your faithful ſervant to relate it 
He ſtruggles manfully, but all in vain; 
Sometimes he calls his muck to his aid, 
He ſtrives with martial ſtrains to fire his blood, 
And rouze his ſoul to battle: 
Then he relapſes into love again, 
Feeds the diſeaſe, and doats upon his ruin. 
Queen. Why ſeeks he here the cauſe of all hie 
ſorrows ? 0 | 
F Aul. He ſeeks not here Mandane, but herfatherz 
For friendſhip is the balm of all our cares, 
ev'ry fate. 
Enter Myron at a Diſtance. 
Queen. Heav'ns, what a glory blazes from his eyel 
What force, what majeſty in ev'ry mo 
As at each ſtep he trod upon a foe ! 
Myr. Oh, that this ardour would for ever lat! - 
It ſhall, nor will Icurſe my being more: [mez 
Chain'd kings, and conquer'd kingdams are before 
I'll bend the bow, and launch the whiſtling ſpear, 
Bound o'er the mountains, plunge into the ſtream, 
Where thickeſt fauichions gleam, and helmets 
blaze, 
Ruſh in, and find amuſement from my pain. 
I'll number my own heart among my foes, 
And conquer it, or die. 
Queen. The thoughts of war 
Will ſoon diſlodge the fair-one from his breaſt, 
But this has broken in on my intent. 
1 would remind thee of my late commands. 
Aul. Madam, tis needleſs to remind your ſlave 3 
At dead of night I ſet the pris'ners free. 
Queen, Yes, ſet the pris'ners free; "tis great 
reventze, 
Such as my ſoul pants after lt becomes me. 
Oh, it will gall the tyrant! ſtab him home 
And if one ſpark of gratitude ſurvives, 
Soften Syphoces to my fond deſire. 
The tyrant's torment is my only joy 3 


[Exits 


Ive gods! or let me periſh or deſtroy, 


Or rather both; for what has lire to boaſt, 
When vice is taſteleſs grown, and virtue loſt ? 
Glory and wealth I call upon in vaing _ 

| Nor wealth nor glory can appeaſe my pain; 
My every joy vpbraids me with my guilt, 
And triumphs tell me ſacred blood is ſpilt, 


de pious King, when my o heart tecoil d 


[ Exit Queens 


9 
Qrcen. Why did you 'yield when urg'd, and by 
a woman? | 


| 


| 


| No battle, :fiege, or ſtorm ſuſtain my ſoul 
N ut ſoftneſo ſteals upon me, melting down 


| B * 8 x En @ + j a —_ 

" Myr. The ſhining images of war are fled 3 
The fainging trumpets lavguiſh in mine ear; 

The banners furl'd, and alt the fprightly blase 
Of burniſh'd armour, like the ſetting ſun, _ 
Inſenfibly is vaniſh'd'from my thought: 


In wonted grandeur, and fill out my breaſt; 


My rugged heart in langviſhment and fighs, 

And pours.it but at my Mandane's feet. 

Iiec her e en this moment ſtand before me, 

Too fair for fight, and fatal to behold.” 

I have her bere, I clafp her in my arms, 
And in the madneſs of exceſſive love; 

Sigh out my heart, and bleed with tenderneſs. .. 

Aul. My iord, too much you cheriſh this de luſion. 
She is another s. ns 

Myr. Do not tell me ſo "$40 
Say rather ſhe is dead; each heav'oly charm 
Turn'd into horror ! Oh, the pain of pains, 

Is when the fair-one whom our ſoul is fond of 
Gives tranſport, and receives it from another ! 
How does my ſoul burn. up with ftrong deſire, 
Now fhrink into itſelf, now blaze again , 
Fil tear and rend the ſtrings that tie me to hers 
If I ſtay longer here, I am undone. 
As be is going, enter Nicanor. 
Nic. My prince, (and fince ſuch honours you 
vouchſafe) ' 

My friend, I have preſum'd upon your favour : 
This is my daughter's birth-day, and this night. 
I dedicate to joys, which ever languiſh, 
If you refuſe to crown them with your preſence. 

. Myr. Nicanor, I was warm on other thought 

Nic. I am ſtill near you in the day of danger, 
In toilſome marches, and the bloody field, 
When natiens againſt nations claſh in arms, 

And half & people in one groan expire: 
Why am I, with your helmet, thrown aſide, 
Caſt off, and uſeleſs in the hour of peace ? 

Myr. Since then you preſs it, I muſt be your 
Methinks I labour, as I onward move, {gueſt— 
As under check of ſome controuling pow'r. [ Afide. 
What can this mean? Wine may relieve my 

thoughts, 
And mirth and converſe lift my ſoul again. [ Exeunt. 
be back Scene draws, and diſcovers a Bangquet. 
Enter Mandane richly dreſſed. 
Mand. It was this day that gave me life; this 
; day - £3 \i% 7 
Should give much more, ſhould give me Memnon 
But I am rival'd by his chains; they claſp I too: 
The hero round, (a cold, unkind embrace !) | 
And but an earneſt of far worſe to come. 
While he, my ſoul, in dungeon darkneſs clos'd, 
Breathes damp unwhulſome ſteams, and lives on 
I am compell'd to ſuffer ornaments, Cpoiſon, 
To wear the rainbow, and to blaze in gems, 
To put on all the ſhining guilt of dreſs, 
When *tis almoſt a crime that I MII live. 
Theſe eyes, which can't diſſemble, pouring forth 
The dreadful truth, are honeſt to my heart. 
Theſe robes, oh, Memnon ! are Mandane's chains, 
And load and gall, and wring her bleeding heart. 
| [Exit Mandane, 
Enter Myron, Nicanor, Auletes, Sc. They take 
their Places. | 


ic. Sound louder, found, and waft my with to | 


. Heav'n | 
Hear me, ve righteous gods, and grant my pray'r: 
Forever ſhine propitious on my daughter, 
Protect her, ptoſęer her, and when I'm dead, 
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I never felt before. 


bail bleſs me 


dern 


in Mandgne's bert, . 

5 oY goes reupd.o— Muſh 
none | 3 p 

hone of the feat: to with . 


welcome, 
Fo Not leave us, | 877 
ic. Ha! the king here writes me, 


at any hour are 
General! 


The diſcontented populace, that held 


O'er midaight bowls their deſperate cabals; 
Are now in bold — — power. 
Amid the terrors of this ſtormy night, 
E'en — deluge all * ern vale, 
And form a war, impatient for the day. - 
| The ſpreading poiſon too has caught his troopsg 
And the revolting ſaldiers ſtand in arms 
' Mix'd with ſeditious citizens. 
Myr, Your call is great. | 
Emer Mandane, Myron fave from bis Seat in Dif+ 


er. 
Mand. Oh, Memnon! how fhall I become 3 


| banquet, - 


Suppreſs my ſorrow, and comply with joy ? 

Se vereſt fate! am I deny'd to grieve? [ Afdna 
Nic. Be comforted, my child, Fil ſoon return, 

Why doſt thou make me bluſh ? I feel my tears 

Run trickling down my cheek, 
Myr. I muſt away: 

Her ſmiles were dreadful, but her tears are death, 

Jean no more. I fink beneath her charms, 

And feel a deadly fickneſs at my heart. 


[ Afide te Avletes, 
Nic. Your cheek is pale, I dare not let you parts 
You are not well, 9 


Myr. A ſmall indifpofitiong —_ 
I ſoon ſhall throw it from me. Farewell, general; 


{Conqueſt attend your arms. 


Nic. You ſhall not leave 
' Your ſervant's roof; tie an unwholeſome air, 
And my apartment wants a gueſt, | 

Myr. Nicanor, ; | 
If health returns, I ſhall not preſs my couch, 
And hear of diſtant veſts z but o'ertake thes, 
And add new terror to the front of war. 

Nic. Mean time, you are a guardian to my child; 
Let her not miſs a father in my abſence ; 
She's all my ſoul holds dear, 

Both. Fare wel. Farewel. [ Embrace 
[Nicanor waits on Myron off the fages and return 

Nic. My child, I feel a tenderneſs at heart 
Come near, Mandane, 

Let me gaze on thee, and indulge the father. 
Thy dying mother with her clay-cold hand 
Prefs'd mine, then turning on thee her faint eye, 
Let fall a tear of fondneſs and expir d. 

I cannot love thee well enough; her grace 
Softens thy cheek, and lives within thine eye. 
Let me embrace you both==My heart o'erflows 
If I ſhould fall — thy mother's monument. 
But I ſhall kill thy tenderneſ. No more 
Nay, do not weep, I ſhall return again, 

And with my deareſt child fit down in peace, 
And long enjoy her goodneſs, 

Mand. It the gods 


| Regard your daughter's fervent vows, you wilt. 


Nic. Farewel, my only care; my ſoul is with the? 
Regard yourſelf, and you remember me. [Ext 
"Xo Enter Myron and Auletes. 
Myr. No place can give me eaſe ; my reſtle 
Like working billows in a troubled ſez, © { though 
Toſſes me to and fro, nor know I whither. 
What am I, who, or chere? Ha! where indeed! 


But let me pauſe, and aſk myſelf again 


brings Nicanor a letter; he rand ity 
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pettious blies! — and mie the foreſts groan. © 
My heart leaps up, my thountin ſpirits blase What then am 1? A monſtet yet more fell! 
My foul is in a tempeſt of ! / >. | | Than hauntsthewilds?od am, and threat mord 
. Hal; My lord, you tremble; and your eyes betray | My breiſt is darker than this dreadful nicht, 
Q Strange tumults in your breaſt. And feels a fierter tempeſt tage within 
ry, What hour of night? — I muſte<] will--This leads me to her chamber 
; J. My lord, the night's far ſpent. Did not the raven croak ? ' [Startidg, 
| The gates are barr'd, Aul. 1 hear her not. | Tt 
And all the houſhold is compos d to reſt ? Myr. By Heav'n, methink earth trembles under 
A. All; and the great Nitanor's own apartment, | Awake, ye furies, you are wanting to me; Lu! 
Proud to receive a royal gueſt, expects you. Oh, finiſh me in ill! Oh, take me whole 4 
Myr. Perdition on thy ſoul for naming him! Or, gods, confirm me good without alley, _ * 
Nicanor! Oh,.I never ſhall ſleep more Nor leave me thus at variance with myſelf! 


Defend me! Whither wander'd my bold thoughts! | Let me not thus be daſh'd from fide to ſide 
Broke looſe from reaſon; how did they run mad! | The old man wept at parting, kneel'd before me 
And now they are come home, all arm'd with ſtings, | Confided in me, gave her to my care, 

And pierce my bleeding heart 1200 Nor long fince ſav d my life and doubt I ſtill? 


— —Ü1⅛ðs: 2 _ 


I beg the gods to diſappoint my crime, I'm guilty of the fact; here let me lie, HT 
fe Yet almoſt with them deaf to my deſire t And rather groan for ever in the duſt, 
] longy repent; repent, and long again; And float the marble pavement with my tears, 

1. And every moment differs from the laft, Than riſe into a monſter. [ Flings — — 
I muſt no longer parley with deſtruction. Mandane paſſing at a Diftance, ſpeaks to a ants 
Auletes, ſeize me, force me to my chamber, Man. Weil, obſerve me. 4 

des There chain me down,' and guard me from myſelf; | Before the rifing ſun my lord arrives, 

_ Hell riſes in each thought; tis time to fly. [ Tx ut. | To ſeal our vows; the holy prieft is with him. | 

| Enter Mandane and Rameſes, Watch to receive them at the weflern gate, | 

Ram. I hope your fears have giv'n a falſe alatm. | And privately conduct them to my chamber. 
Mand, You've heard my frequent viſions of the | { Exeunt Mandane and ſervant. 

h. nights: „ 10 8 | Myr. {Starting up.] Oh, torments, racks and 
You know my father's abſence, Myron's paſſion : flames! then the expects him 

| Juſt now I met him; at my fight he ſtarted, . With open arts! Am I caſt out for ever, p 

tes, Then with ſuch ardent eyes he wander'd o'er me, For ever muſt deſpair, unleſs I ſnatch * V; 

arts And ges d with ſuch malignity of love, The preſent moment ? She is all prepar'd, 

Sending his ſoul out to me in a look . | Her wiſhes waking, and her heart on fire! - 
So fiercely kind, I trembled, and retir'd, That powerful thought ſweeps heaven and hell be- 


ral; Ran. No more; my friends (which as I have in- And lays all open to the Prince of Egypt, {fore it, 
form'd you, _ | Born to enjoy whatever he defires, | 
The queen, to gall the tyrant, has ſet free) And fling fear, anguiſh, and remorſe behind him, 
Are lodg'd within your eall; th appointed fignal, I ſee her midnight dreſs, her flowing hair, 
If danger threatens, brings them to your teich. Her flacken'd boſom, her relenting mien; 


Mand, Where are they All the forbidding forms of day flung off 
Ram. In the hall beneath your chamber, For yielding ſoftneſs———Oh, i'm all confufion! 
thee, Memnon alone is wanting; he's providing I-fhiver in each joint !J—— Ah, ſhe was made 
; For your eſcape before the morning dawn. + To juſtify the blackeſt crim=s, and gild 83 
bild; The reſt in vizors, fearing to be known, Ruin and death with her deſtructive charms! 


Have ventur'd thro the ſtreets for your protection. Aul. You'll force her then? 

Mand, Auſpicious turn! then 1 again am happy. | Myr. Thou villain, but to think i.: 
bracts Ram. Auſpicious turn, indeed! and what com- No, 1'll ſolicit her with all my pow'r ; ere 
turn The happineſs, the baſe man that betray'd us (pletes Conqueſt and crowns ſhall ſparkle in her ſight, 
This arm laid low. I watch'd him from the king: | If che conſent, thy prince is bleis'd indeed, 


] took him warm, while he, with lifted brow, Takes wing, and tow'rs avove mortality | 
. Confeſs'd high thought, and tri umph' in his mein; If ſhe refit, 1 put an end to pain, 
I thank'd him with my dagger in his heart. And lay my breathleſs body at her feet, „ 
ee 'Tis late; refreſh yourſelf with ſleep, Mandane. | Mandane paſſing at a Diftance to ber Chambery Myron 
| n { Exit Mandane. meets her. 
So, 'tis reſoly'd, if Myron dares attempt Mand. Is this well done, my lord? 
re. So black a crime, it juſtifies the blow: Myr. Condemn me not 
ys He dies, and my poor brother's ghoſt hall ſmile, | Before you hear me: iet this poſture tell you, 
— This way he bende his ſteps; I hate his fight, I'm not ſo guilty as perhaps your fears, 
— And ſhall, till death has made it lovely to me. Vour commendable, modeſt fears ſuſpect. 
Enter Myron and Auletes. | | Nay do not go you know not what to do: 
'» Myr, Oh, how this paſſion, like a whirlpool, | I would receive a favour, not conſtrain it. 
drives me, ; Return, or good Nicanor, beſt of fathers, n 
With giddy, rapid motion, round and round, Shall charge you with the murder of his friend. 
ig I know not where, and draws in all my ſoul! Mand. And dare you then pronounce that-facred 
th they} 1 reaſon much, but reaſon about her; And yet peruſt? Were you his mortal fue, + [nice 
(EY And where the is, all reaſon dies before her; What cou:d your malice more? N 
And arguments but teil me I am conquet d. Myr. Oh, fair Mandane! ; 
teſtle So black the night, as if no ſtar eber ſhone I know my fault, I know your virtue too; 
hougÞ' In all the wide expanſe ; the lightning's flaſh | | But (och the violence of my diſorder, . 
. But ſhews the darkneſs, and the burſting clouds That I dare tempt e'en you. Methinks that guilt 
deed? With peals of thunder ſeem to rock the land. | Has ſomething lovely which proclaims your power 


Not beatts of prey date now (rom ſhelter roam, But touch me with pore nn Ldic with bliſs. 
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Why ſwells your eye? By Heav'n, I'd rather fee 
All nature moprn, than you let fall a tear! 

-4 own. I'm mad, but 1 am mad of love. a f 
You can'tcondemn me more _ I myſelfy ; 
In that we are agreed, agree in all,” * 

Conde mn; but pity me; reſent, but yield z 
. For, oh, I burn, I rave; I die with love! 
Mand. Ob, Sir. 
Myr. Nay, do not weep ſo; it will kill meg 
' | This moment, while 1 ſpeak, my eyes are darken'd ; 
J cannot ſee thee; and my trembling limbs 
Refuſe to bear their weight: all left of life 
Js that I love. If love was in our pow'r, | 
The fault were mine; fince not, you muſt comply. 
Mow godlike to beftow more heav'nly joys 
Than you can think, and I ſupport, and live! 
'Mand. Oh, how can you abuſe your ſacred reaſon, 

That particle of Heav'n, that ſoul of Jove, 

To varniſh o'er, and paint ſo black a crime! 

Oh, prince 
Ayr. What ſays Mandane ? 

Mand, Sir, obſerve me, 

My burſting ſighs, and ever-ſtreaming tears, 

Your noble nature has with pity ſeen; 

But would they not work deeper in your ſoul, 

Were you convinc'd my ſorrows flow for you ? 

For you, my lord, they flow; for I am ſafe; 

. (1 know you are ſurprie'd) they flow for you, 
Myron, my father's friend, my prince, my gueſt 
Myron, my guardian god, attempts my peace, 

And need I farther reaſon for theſe tears ? 
Nature affords no object of concern 
So great; as to behold a gen'rous mind 
Driv'n by a ſudden guſt, and daſh'd on guilt. 
*Tiz bate, you ought not ; tis impraQticable, 
| Yau cannot — Make neceſſity your choice; 
Nor let one moment of defeated guilt, 
Of fruitleſs baſeneſs overthrow the glory 
Your whole illuſtrious life has dearly bought 
In toilſome marches, and in fields of blood. 
Enter Avletes and Servants. 
Al. My lord, your life's beſet z the room be- 
- neath 
Ts throng'd with ruffians, which but wait the ſignal 
To ruſh and ſheath their daggers in your heart, 
Myr. Betray'd ! Curs'd ſorcereſs | It was a plot 
Concerted by them all to take my life, 
And this the bait to tempt me to the foil, 
She dies | 
Aul. No, firſt enjoy, then murder her 
Truſt to my conduct, and you ftill are ſaſe. 
They all are maſk'd ; I have my visor too. 
But time is ſhort ; for once confide in me. 
. You, Sir, for ſafety, fly to your apartment ; 
; [To the prince. 
You, 
Ib To ſervants. 
Spee“ tn the ſouthern gate, and burſt it open. 
[ Fs the ſervants ſeize Mandane, e gives the fig- 
nal. and is borne off. | 
Enter Rameſes and Conſpirators ted. 
Ram, The villain fled? Perdition intercept him 
Ditperle, fly ſeveral ways; let each man bear 
A leady point well levell'd at his heart, 
I hbeeſcaves vs now, ſucceſs attend him; 
May he tor ever triumph. 
[An they paſs the Page is confuſion, Auletes enters 
ma ſted amor g them. f 
Au. Ha) why hait you ? 
Purſue. purſue! e en now 1 ſaw the monſter, 
The villain, Myron, with theſe eyes I ſaw him, 
+ Bearing his prize (witt to the weſtern gate: 
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You, bear Mandane to her closet 
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ways 
Advance the maſſy bar, and all is ſafe: 
Stand here, and with your lives defend the paſs. 
Enter Myron. | 
Myr. I ſhall at leaft have time for vengeance on 


All. A W 
"Tis done: 


And then I care not if I die. Barbarians! [her, 
Their ſwords are pointed at my life ! Ties ! 
But I will give them an excuſe for murder; 
Such, ſuch a cauſe—Off, love, and ſoft compaſſion; 


Harden, each finew. of my heart, to ſteel, 
I' do, what, done, will ſhock myſeif, and thoſe 
Whom time ſets fartheſt from this dreadful hour, 
Enter Mandane, forced in by Auletes. 
_— By all the pow'rs that can revenge a falf- 
ood 
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I'm innocent from any thoughts of blood. T 
Myr. Why then your champions here in arms? I 
Tis falſe, ; $0 
Mand. Ah, let my life ſuffice you for the wrong = Mi 
You charge upon me! Oh, my royal maſter! Th 
My ſafety from all ill! my great defender! An 
Or did my father but inſult my tears, Im 
And give me to your care to ſuffer wrong ? Bre 
Kill me, but not your friend, but not my father: 7 

He loves us both, and my ſevere diftreſs 
Will ſcarce more deeply wound him than your guilt, I 
[Myron walks paſſionately at a difkance. Fo- 
Myr. Slaves, are you ſworn againſt me? Stop her If The 
And bear her to my chamber. [voice, i 
Mand. Oh, Sir! Oh, Myron ! C 
_ | Behold my tears—here I will fix for ever 8 
I'll claſp your feet, and grow into the earth R 
Oh, cut me, hew me, give to ev'ry limb 8 
A ſeparate death !-—but ipare my ſpotleſs virtue; V. 
But ſpare my fame You wound to diſtant agen MW Till 
And thro! all time my memory will bleed, R 
Myr. Diſtraction! all the pains of hell are on me! MW $5) 
Ai the ſervants force in Mandane, I Doe: 
Mand. Oh, Memnon|! — Oh, my lord! my X. 
life] where artithou? {She i borne off, Ware 
[ Myron expreſſes /udden paſſion and ſurpriſe; lands N Cut 
a while fixed in aftoniſhment, then I pea ls. Her | 
Myr. As many accidents concur to wotk Thre 
My paffions up to this unheard-of crime, Olea 
As if the gods deſign'd it. — ze it then For o 
Their fault, not mine - Memnen' ſaid ſhe not Mem- After 
My heart began to ſtagger, but tis over=s> [non! . 
ef 


Heay'n blaſt me, if I thought it poſſible 
could be ſtill more curs o. That hated dog 
Her lord, her life | I thank her for my cure 

Of all remorſe and pity: this has left me 
Without a check, and thrown the looſen'd reins 
On mv wild paſſion to run headlong on, 

And in her ruin quench a double fire, 

The blended rage of vengeance and of love. 
Deſtroction full of tranſport ! Lo, I come 
Swift on the wing, to meet my certain doom: 

I know the danger, and I know the ſhame 
But, like our phenix, in ſo rich a flame 

I piunge triumphant my devoted head, 

And doat on death in that luxurious bed. 


— SDN 
2 IV. 
Fnter Myron in the utm-f Diſarder, bare-beaded,wwiti 


cut light, æc. Walks diſturbedly before be ſpcali. 


Myr. ENCEFOR TH let no man truſt d 
firſt falle ſtep 
If guiit ; it hangs upon a precipice, 


[Exit 
nnd 


R 


There, there it burſt. [4 noiſe withou 


Whoſe ſteep deſcent in laſt perdition ends ] 


, 


How f& am I plung'd down beyond all thought 
Which I this evening fram'd | But be it ſow - 
Conſuramate horror | guilt beyond a name 
Pure not, my ſoul, repent : in thee repentance 
Were — tuilt; and thou blaſphem'ſt juſt 
cav*n, 
By hoping mercy. Ah! my pain will ceaſe 
When gods want pow'r to puniſh, Ha! the dawn! 
Riſe never more, O ſun ! let night ou 
Eternal darkneſs cloſe the world's wide ſcene, | 
And hide me from Nicanor and myſelf. | 
Enter Auletes. | 
Who's there ? TH. 
An. My lord ! 
Myr. Auletes! 
Aul. Guard your life, 
The houſe is rouz d, the ſervants all alarm'd, 
The gliding tapers dart from roam to room 
Solemn confuſion, and a trembling haſte, 
Mix'd with pale horror, glares on ev'ry face t 
The ſtrengthen'd foe has ruſh'd upon your guard, 
And cut their paſſage through them to the gate, 
Implacable Rameſes leads them on, | 
Breathing revenge, and panting for your blood. 


| rent; ' 

I with the world would riſe in arms againſt me, 

For I fiuſt die, and I would die in ſtate, 

The Doors are burſt open, Servants paſs the Stage 
in tumult, Rameſes, &c. _ yron and bis 
Guards over the. Stage, then Rameſes and 
Syphoces enter meeting. R 
Ram. Where's the prince? 

Spb. The monſter ſtands at bay; 
We can no more than ſhut him from eſcape, 
Till further force arrive. 

Ram. Oh, my Syphoces! 

Sypb. This is a grief, but not for words. 

Does ſhe ſtill live? 

Ram. She lives— But, oh, how bleſtd 

Are they which are no more ! By ſtealth | ſaw her 

Caſt on the ground in mourning weeds ſhe lies, 

Her torn and looſen'd treſſes ſhade her round, 

Thro' which her face, all pale, as ſhe were dead, 


8 U.S 1 


| — 8 Death, tortures, hell!“ 


—— — 


1 13 
Alone deſerves. Is it not wond'rous ſtrange 
That I, who ſtabb'd the very heart of nature, 
Should have ſurviving aught of man about me ? 
And yet, I know not how, of gratitude 
And friendſhip ſtill the ſtubborn ſparks ſurvive, 
And poor Nicanor's torments pierce my ſoul, 


— 


Confuſion ! he's return'd. [ Starting 
Enter Nicanor. 
Nic. My prince [ Advancing to embraces 
Myr. My friend 
[ Turning afide and biding bis face. 
Nic. I interrupt you. 
Myr. I had thee there. [ Smiting bis breaft. 


Before thou cam'ſt, my thoughts were bent upon 
Nic. Oh, Sir, you are too kind! thee. 
What ſays my prince? . 
Myr. A ſudden pain, 
To which Fm ſubject, ſtruck acroſs my heart. 


'Tis paſt; I'm well again. 


Nic. Heav'n guad your health! 
Myr. Doſt thou then with it ? 
Nie. Am I then diſtruſted ? 


Myr. Why, let them comez let in the raging t | Then when I fav'd your life, I did the leaſt 
Jr. „let the ez let in the raging tor - 


I e'er would do to ſerve you. 
Myr. Barbarous man 
Nic. What have 1 done, my prince? Which way 
Has not my life, my ſoul been yours? [offended ? 
N Fs Oh! Oh! 
Nie. By heav'n, I'm wrong'd! Speak, and I'll 
clear myſelf, [ Takes bim by the band. 
Myr. I'm poiſon and deſtruction; curte thy gods; 
PII kill thee in compaſſion— Ob, my brain 
Away, away, away! | Shove: him from bim, going. 
Nic. Do, kill me, — th 
You ſhall not go. I do demand the cauſe 
Which has put forth thy hand againſt thy father ? 
For, thus provok'd, I'll do myſelf the juſtice 
To tell thee, youth, that 1 Ceſerve that name; 
Nor have thy parents lov'd thee more than I. 
Myr. 1 hear them; they are on me—-- Looſe thy 
Or 1 will plant my dagger in thy breaſt. [ hold, 
Nic. N dagger's needleſs, Oh, ungrateful 


Gleams like a fickly moon, Too great her grief 
For words or tears : but ever and anon, 
After a dreadful, fill, inſidious calm, 
ColleQing all her breath, long, long ſuppreſs'd, 
She ſobs her ſoul out in a lengthen'd groan, 
v0 ſad, it breaks the hearts of all that hear, 
And ſends her maids in agonies away. 
Syph. Oh, tale, too mournful to be thought on! 
Ram. Hold 
No, let her virgins weep; forbear Syphoces : 
Tear out an eye, but damp not our revenge. 
Jiſpatch your letters; III go comfort her. 
A Servant enters and ſpeaks afide to Rameſes, 
[ Exie Syph. 
nd has ſhe then commanded none approach her ? 
I'm ſorry for't ; but I cannot blame her: 
Such is the dreadful ill, that it converts 
ill offer'd cure into a new diſeaſe; 
t ſhuns our love, and comfort gives her pain. 
Re-enter Syphoces. 
Sypb. Your father is return'd: redundant Nile, 
woke from it's channel, overſwells the paſs, 
nd ſends him back to wait the waters fall. 
Ram. And is he then return'd? 1 tremble for 
lee his white head rolling in the duſt. [him. 
Put haſte, it is our duty to receive him. { Exeunt. 
Enter Myron. 
Myr. 1 feel a pain of which I am not worthy, 
Fein, an anguiſh, which the honeſt man 


|Support me, cruel heart; it muſt be done. [ 


oy ! 
Myr. Forgive me, father; oh, my ſoul bleeds for 


thee ! [ Embrace. 
A. be is going out Auletes meets bim, and ſpeaks 
to bim aſide. 


What, no eſcape? On ev'ry fide inclos'd ? 
Then [I reſolve to periſh by his hand; 

"Tis juſt | ſhould, and meaner death I ſcorn. 
But how to work him to my fate, to ſting 
His paſſion up ſo high, will be a taſk 

To me ſevere, as difficult as ſtrange. 


Nic, Now, from my very ſoul, I cannot tell, 
But tis enchantment all; for things fo ſtrangs 
Have happen'd, | might well diſtruſt my ſenſe, 
But if mine eyes are true, I plainly read 
A heart in anguiſh, and I muſt confeſs 
Your grief is juſt—l[t was inhuman in ou 
But tell the cauſe, unravel from the bottom 
The myſtery that has embroil'd our loves; 

(For ſtill, my prince, | love, fince you repent.) 
What accident depriv'd me of my friend, 
And loſt you to yourſelt ? 

Myr. A traitor's fight ! 

Ni + Beneath my roof? 

Myr. Beneath thy very helmet. 
Thou art a traitor. Guard thyſelf. 

Nic. Diſtraftion ! 

Traitor For ſtanding by your father's throne, 
And ſtemming the wild ſtream that roars again aty 


[ Draws, 


— — 


— 


; ' 4 | 
Of rebel ſubjects, and of foreign foes ? 
For training thee to glory and to war? 
For taking thee from out thy mother's arms, 
A mortal child, and kindling in thy foul - 
The noble ardours of a future goa? 
Farewel, I dare not truſt my temper more, 
» Myr. Grey-headed, venerable traitor! 
Enter Rameſes. 
- Nam, Ha! | 
Torn, turn, blaſphemer, and repreſs thy taunts ; 
All provocation's needleſs, but thy fight, 
[He offaults the prince as be is 
nor binders bim. 
Nic. Forbear, my ſon. 
Ram, Forbear 
Nic. If I am calm, 
Your rage ſhould ceaſe, 

Ram. No, 'tis my own revenge, 
Unlefs; Sir, you di ſown me for your ſon, 
Nic. Thy ſword againſt thy prince? 

Ram. A villain! 

Nic. Hold. 

Ram. The worſt of villains! 
ic. Tis too much. 

Rem. Oh, father 


Nic. What would'ſt thu? | 


Nam. Sir, your daughter 
Nic. Rightly thought 
She beſt can comfort me in all my forrow, + 
Call, cal! Mandane; t6 behold my child 
Would chear me in the agonies of death: 
Call her, Rameſes Am I diſobey d? 

Ram. Oh, Sir! : 

Nic. What mean thoſe tranſports of concern? 

Ram. Though I'm an outcaſt from your love, } 
To open your black ſcene of miſery, { weep, 

Nic. Where will this end ? — Ob, my fore-boding 

heart ! 

Ram. Should he, to whom, as to a god, at part- 

ing, : 
'You —_ with ſtreaming eyes, your ſoul's delight, 
While yet your laſt embrace was warm about him, 
Gtoomy and dreadful as this-ſtormy night, 
Ruſh on your child, your comfort, your Mandane, 
All ſweet and lovely as the bluſhing morn, 
Seize her by force, now trembling, breathleſs, pale, 
Profirate in anguiſh, tearing up the earth, 
Imploring, ſhricking to the gods and you. 
Oh, hold my brain! — Look there, and think the 
reſt, | 

The back Scere opens, A darkened Chamber, a Bed, 

and the Curtains drawn. Women paſs out, weeping, 

Kc. Nicanor fails back en Rameies. 

Nic. Is't poeſſhois I- My child! — My only daugh- 
ö ter! 

The grow:h of my own life! That ſweeten'd age 
And pain !-——Qh, nature bleeds within me! 

Mard. Weep not, my virgins, ceaſe your uſeleſ: 
Kineneis is thrown away upon deſpair, tears. 
And but provokes the ſorrow it would caſe, 

Nic. Aſſi me forwards. 

Fand. Mot unwelcome news! 

Ts he return'd ? The gods ſupport my father. 
Ino begin to wiſh he lov'd me leſs. 

Nic. There, there the pierc'd the very tend'reſt 
She pities me, dear babe, the pities me; ſ[nerve. 
Through all the raging tortures of her ſoul 
Ske feels my pain! But hold, my heart to thank 
Then burſt at once, and let the pangs of death [her, 
Pur Myron from my thought. [ Goes to ber, 

Marg. Se veieſt fate 
H:« done it's worſt—l've drawn my father's tears. 
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going ; Nica- 
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| Since I can't help thee, I would faln forget 


This way Mandane ſecks the freſher air: 

Let us withdraw; 'twiil pain her to be ſeen, 

And moſt of all by you. 

Mem. By my own heart 

[ judge, and am Ccouvinc'd, II dare not ſee her 

The fight would ſtrike me dead. 

[A. Memnon is going, Mandane meets bim; 69 
Hart back, foe fpricks, Memnon recovers bin 
felf and falls at her knees, embracing them; F 
tries to diſengage, be not permitting, ſhe rail N 
bir; be takes ber paſſionately in bis arms. 75 


2..c, Fotbear to cat me by that tender name; 


conrigue 7peeckleſs and motionleſs for ſame timte 


Thou art a part of me —it only ſharpenz - 
Thoſe pangs, which, if a ſtranger, I ſhould f. 
| Oh, ſpare me, my Mandane ; to behold thee Ns 
in ſuch exceſs of ſorrow, quite deſtroys me; 4 
And I ſhall die, and leave thee unreveng'd, | 
Mand. Oh, Sir! thete are misfortunes moſt ſe. 
vere, =_ 
| Which yet can bear the light, and well ſuftuin's ! 
| Adorg the ſufferer, — But this affliction ; 
Has made deſpair à virtue, and demands 
Utter extinction, and eternal night, 
As height of happineſs, Scene urs en them, 
: Enter Syphoces. 
Ram, Oh ! my Syphoces! ö k 
Hb. And does this move you ? Does this melt 
you down, 205, 
And pour you out in ſorrow ? Then fly far, 
Ere Memnon comes; he comes with fluſhing cheek, 
And beating heart, to bear a bride away, 
And bleſs his fate: how dreadfully deceiv'd ! 
Ram. The melancholy ſcene at length begins. T 
. Ester Memnon. p 
Mem. Oh, give me leave T 
To yield to nature, and indulge my joy. T 
My friend | My brother! Oh, the extaſy | 
That fires my veins, and dances at my heart? A 
You love me not, if you refoſe to join * M 
in all the juſt extravagance, and flight 1 
Of boundleſs tranſport on this happy hour. I 
M here is my (ſoul, my biiſs, my lovely bride ! It 
Call, call her forth; oh, haſte ! the prieſt expects us, An 
4nd ev'ry moment is à crime to love. ; 
Ram. Speak to him.—Pr'ythee ſpeak.[To Syph. Or 
Sypb. By Heav'h, I cannot. . 
"any What can this mean ? Ta 
Ram. Syphoces. 
25. Nay, Rameſes. : q 
Mem. By all the gods, they firuggle with theit To 
ſorrows, ; Th 
And ſwallow down their tears to hide them from ma Ma 
By friendſhip's ſacred name, Icharge you, ſpeak. Vai 
[ They lool on bim with the utmoſt concern, and g Aae 
out on different fides of the ſta ge. The 
Was ever man thus left to dreadful thought, The 
And all the horrofs of a black ſurmiſe ! Tha 
What woe is this too big to be expreſs'd ? Wh: 
Oh, my ſad heart! Why bod'R thou ſo ſeverely? Froc 
Mandane's life in danger! There, indeed, bras 
Fortune, I fear thee ſtill; her beauties arm thee, Ad 
Her virtues made thee dreadful to my thought; Have 
But for my love, how I could laugh at fate! — 
Enter a Servant, and gives bim a Paper. He read ve 
Enter Rameſes. Memnon ſe<pcons and falls on Ri And 
| | meſes. N, 
Ram, Twere happy if his ſout would ne'er re 
The gods may ſtill be merciful in this.—©" [torn Ro 
His lids begin to riſe—— How fares my friend? we 
Mem, Did Myron feel my pangs, you'd pity hit — 
Enter Syphoces. : —— 
Sypb. Fainting beneath th' oppreſſion of her grie! Beg 


# wv 


Ram: Was ever mournful interview like this ? 
ges how they writhe with anguiſh! Hear them 


.- groan! 3 * | 
— the large filent dew run trickling down, 

As from the weeping marble; paſſion choaks 
Their wards, and they're the ſtatues of deſpair 

Mem. Oh, my Mandane ! 

[ At this fbe violently breaks from bim, and exit. 

But one moment more. 

[As Memnon is following, Rameſes bolds bim. 
Ram. Brother 
Mem. Forgive m | 
Ram. You're to blame. 
Mem. Look there ! . [Pointing after ber, 

My heart is burſting, a 

Ram. Wich revenge! 

Mem. And love. 

Ram, Revenge. ' 

Mem, One dear embrace, "twill edge my ſword. 

Seb. No, Memanon, if our ſwords now want 

an edge, \ 
They'll want for ever; to this ſpot I charm thee 3 
By the dread words revenge and liberty 
This is the criſis of our fates ; this moment 
The guardian gods of Egypt hover o'er us; 
They watch to ſee us act like prudent men, 
And out of ills extract our happineſs, 
My friends, theſe dire calamities, like poiſon, 
May have their wholeſome uſe! This ſad occaſion, 
manage d artfully, revives our hopes; 
It gives Nicanor to our ſinking faction, 
And ſtill the tyrant ſhakes. 

Ram. My father comes; 

Or ſnatch this moment, or deſpair for ever. 

While paſſions glow, the heart, like heated tee], 

Takes each impreſſion, and is work'd at pleaſure. 
Enter Nicanor, 

Nic. Why have the gods choſe out my weakeſt 
To ſet their terrors in array againſt me? hours, 
This would beat down the vigour of my youth, 
Much more grey hairs, and life worn down ſo low. 
Vain man! to be ſo fond of breathing long, 

And ſpinning out a thread of miſery. 

The longer life the greater choice of evil; 

The happieſt man is but a wretched thing, 

That fleals poor comfort from compariſon 

What then am 1? Here will I fit me down, 
Brood o'er my cares, and think myſelf to death. 
Draw near, Rameſes ; I was raſh ere while, 
And chid thee without cauſe, How many years 
Have I been cas'd in ſteel ? 

Ran, Full threeſcore years 
Have chang'd the ſeaſons o'er your crefted brow, 
And ſeen your faulchion dy'd in hoſtile blood, 

Nic. How many triumphs fince the king has 

reign'd ! 

Rom. They number juſt your battles, one for one. 

Nic. True, I have follow'd the rough trade of war 
With ſome ſucceſs, and can without a bluſh 
Review the ſhaken fort, and ſanguine plain, 
ier griel I have thought pain a pleaſure, thirſt and coil 

Bleſt objects of ambition: I remember, 

(Nor do my foes forget that bloody day) 
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25 When the barb'd arrow from my gaping thigh 
Was wrench'd with labour, I diſdain's to groan, | 
(ee herz Becauſe I ſuffer'd for Buſiris' ſake, 
Ram. The king is not to blame» 
im; bot Nic. Is not the prince his ſon ? 
vers bin Ram, But in himfſelfo——— 
hem ; E Nie. And has he loſt bis guilt, [Riſing in paſſion. 
ſhe rail Cruſe he has injur'd me? Ere while thy blood 
"7 es kindled at his name. —Didſt thou not tell me 


Ve timte bameful black deſign on poor Amelia? 
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| Where ſilent, penſive, pale, the ſits alone, 


135 


Ob, Memnon ! what a glorious race Ia this, 
To make the gods a party in our cauſe, 
And draw down bleſſings on us 

Mem. He that ſupports them 


In ſuch black crimes, is ſharer of their guilt. 


Nic Point out the man, and wich theſe wither'd 
I'd fly upon his throat, though he were lodg'd [handy' 
Within the circle of Bufiris' arms. 

Ram. He that prevents it not when in his power, 
Supports them in their courſe of flaming guilt, 

And you are he. 

Nic. Thou rav'ſt. 

Sypb. The army's yours, 

I've ſounded every chief; but wave your finger, 
Thouſands fall off the tyrant's ſide, and leave him 
Naked of Help, and open to deſtruction. 4 
But ſweep his minions, cut a pander's throat, 

Or lop a g_—_— the work is done. 

Nic. What would you have me do? T[Srtarti 

Mem. Let not 8 1 
Fly off from your own thought: be truly great, 
Reſent your country's ſuff rings as your own. 

A generous ſoul is not confin'd at home, 

But ſpreads itſelf abroad o'er all the publick, “ 

And feels for every member of the land. 

What have we ſeen for twenty rolling years, 

But one long tract of blood! Or, what is worſe, 

Throng'd dungeons pouring forth perpetual groang, 

And free-born men oppreſs'd ! Shall half mankind 

Be doom'd to curſe the moment of their birth? 

Shall all the mother's fondneſs be employ'd 

To rear them up to bondage, give them ftrength 

To bear afflictions, and ſupport their chains? 
Spb. To you the valiant youth moſt humbly 

bend, | [ Kneeling 

And beg that nature's gifts, the vigorous nerve 

And graceful port, deſign'd to bleſs the world, 

And take your great example in the field, 

May not be forc'd by lewdneſs in high place, 

To other toils, to labour for diſeaſe, 

To wither in a loath'd embrace, and die 

At an inglorious diſtance from the foe. 

Ram. To you Amelia lifts her hands for ſafety. 

. [ Knee/inge 

Mem. To you— to you— [| Burſting into tears. 
| Nic. By heav'n he cannot ſpeak.-I underſtand these. 
Riſe—riſe—my ſon. Riſe all, your work is done 5 
They periſh all, theſe creatures of my ſword. 
| Have I not ſeen whole armies vaulted o'er 
With flying javelins, which ſhut out the day, 
And fell in rattling ſtorms at my command, 

To lay, and bury proud Buſcris' foe ? 


{ He lives and reigns, for I have been his friend; 


But I'll unmake him, and plough up the ground, 

Where his proud palace ſtands. [ Exit» 
M:m. Oh, my Mandane ! = 

The gods by dreadful means beftow ſucceſs, 

And in their vengeance, moſt ſeverely bleſs ; 

From thy bright ſtreaming eyes our triumvhs flow, 

The tyrant falls; Mandane ftrikes the blow, 

So the fair moon, when ſeas ſwell high, and pour 

A waſteful deluge on the trembling ſhore, 

Inſpires the tumult from her clouded throne, 8 

** 


And all the diſtant ruin is her owa. 


N. 
1 V. 

SCENE, the Field. 

Enter Bufiris and Auletes. An Ala mat a Diſtance. 

Bf. Elcome the voice of war! though loud 

the ſound, 


* 


I fun ſgeaks the language of my bearts 
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* Whom dread Bufiris lately laid in chains, 


1 6 d * B. £ U l 8 
It whiſpers what I mean. But ſay, Auletes, 
What urge theſe forlorn rebels in excuſe 
For chafing ruin? | 
Aul. Various their complaints; 
But ſome are loud, that while your heavy hand 
Preſſes whole millions with inceſſant toil, ? 
oils fitter far for beaſts than human creatures) 
n building wonders for the world to gaze at, 
Weeds are their food, their cup the muddy Nile. 
Buſ. — they not build for me? Let that reward 
U em, 
Yes, I will build more wonders to be gaz'd at, 
And temper all my cement with their blood. 
Whoſe pains and art reform'd the puzzled year, 
Thus drawing down the ſun to human uſe, 
And making him their ſervant ? Who puſh'd off 
With mountain-dams the broad redundant Nile, 
Deſcended from the moon, and bid it wander 
A ſtranger ſtream in unaccuſtom'd ſhores ? 
Who from the Ganges to the Danube reigns 
But virtues are forgot Aw ay to arms! 
I' call to mind my glorious anceſtry, 5 
Which for ten thouſand rolling years renown'd, 
Shines up into eternity itſelf, 


And ends among the gods. [ An alarm. 
Enter Memnon. 
Aul. The rebel braves us. Clonger; 


Buſ. Hold, let our weapons thirſt one moment 
And death ſtand till, till he receives my nod 
Whom meet I in the midſt of my own realm, 
With bold defiance on his brow ? 

Mem, The ſlave 


An emblem of his country. 
Buſ. Is it thus 
You'thank my royal bounty ? 
Mem. Thus you thank'd 
The good Artaxes ; thus you thank'd my father. 
Buſ. What 1 have done, conclude moſt right and 
For | have done it, and the gods alone juſt; 
Shall aſk me why. Thou liv'ſt, although they fell; 
And if they fell unjuſtly, greater thanks 
Are due from thee, whom e'en injuſtice ſpat'd. 
Mm. Thy kindnefſes are wrongs; they mean to 
My injur'd toul, and Real it from revenge. [ ſooth 
Buſ. Turn back thine eye, behold thy troops are 
Thy men are rarely ſprinkled o'er the field, Cehing 
And yet thou carrieſt millions on thy tongue. 
Mem. All thy bioody, thirſty ſword has laid in duſt 
Arc on my fide ; they come ia bloody ſwarms, 
And throng my banners i thy unequall'd crimes 
Have made thee weak, and rob my victory.— 
 Buſ. Hal 
Mem. Nay, ſtamp not, tyrant; I can ſtamp as 
And raiſe as many demons at the ſound, F{[loud, 
Bifſ. 1 wear a diadem, ; 
Mem. And I a ſword, - | 
Buſ. Vet, yet, ſubmit, I give thee life. 
Mem. Secure your own : 
No more, Buſiris——bid the ſun fatrewel. 
Buſ. Buſiris and the ſun ſhould ſet together, 
If this day's angry gods ordain my fate, 
Know thdu, I fall like ſome vaſt pyramid z 
I bury thouſands in my great deſtruction, 


And thou the firſt.— Slave, in the front of battle, 
+ There thou ſhalt find me. 


M:m. Thou ſhalt find me there, 
And have well paid that gratitude I owe. '[Exeunt. 
A continued Alarm. 
Enter Myron aud Nicanor meeting. 
Nic. Does not mine eye ſtrike horror through thy 


Ie. 

Baſe boy ! the foulneſs of thy guilt ſeeutes thee” 

From my reproach 3 I dare not name thy crime, 
Myr. — man didſt thou ſtand up in thy own 

caute, 6 y 

then ſhould be afraid of fourſcore years, 

And tremble at grey hairs; but fince thy frenzy 

Has lent thoſe venerable locks to caſt | 

A gloſy of virtue on the blackeſt crime, 

Accurſt rebellion, this gives back my heart, 

With all its rage, and |'m a man again. 

Nic. Come on, and uſe that force in arms TI 
I' now reſume the life I gave ſo late. 2 theez 
Myr. I grieve thou haſt but half a life to loſe, 

And doſt defraud my vengeance—— At my touch 
Thou moulder'ſt into duſt, and art forgotten. 
P ring to bt, Myron 0 
Ah, no! I 1 Aue t pon pe ſou 
And ſhake elſewhere ; thou canſt not want a death 
In ſuch a field, though 1 refuſe it to thee. 
Rameſes, Memnon, give them to my ſword, 
Suftain'd by thouſands ; but to fly from thee, 
From thee, moſt injur'd man, ſhall be my praiſe, 
And riſe above the conqueſt of my foes. 
Nye. *Tis 25 old age, th' avenging gods purſue 
thee 
[ He retires before Nycanor off the flage, A 
lond alarm. 
Enter Byfiris and Auletes in Purſuit. 
Buſ. 'Tis well, I like this madneſs of the field; 
Let heighten'd horrors, and a waſte of death 
Inform the world Buſitis is in arms. 
But then I grudge the glory of my ſword 
To ſlaves and rebels ? while they die by me, 
They cheit my vengeance, and ſurvive in fame, 
Aul. I panted after in thepaths of death, 
And could not but from far behold your plume 
O'er-ſhadow Naughter'd heaps; while your bright 
Struck a diſtinguiſh d terror through the field, [ helm 
The diſtant legions trembling as it blaz'd. 
Buſ. Think not a crown alone lights up my name, 
My hand is deep in fight. Forbid it, 1fis, 
That whilſt Buſiris treads the ſanguine field, 
The foremoſt ſpirit of his hoſt ſhould conquer 
But by example, and beneath the ſhade | 
Of this high brandiſh'd arm. Diaſt thou e'er fear 
Sare 'tis an art! I know not how to fear. 
'Tis one of the few things beyond my power; 
And if death muſt be fear'd before tis felt, 
Thy maſter is immortal, oh, Aulete 
But while I ſpeak, they live! 
Where fall the ſounding cataracts of Nile, 
The mountains tremble, and the waters boil ; 
Like them I'll ruſh, like them my fury pour, 
And give the future world one wonder more. [ Er, Wh 
Enter Myron engaged with a Party ; bis Plume i 
un off. He drives the Foe, and returns. 1a 
» When death's ſo near, but dares not ven be 
ture on us, 
'Tis heaven's regard, a kind of ſalutation, 
Which to ourſelves our own importance ſhews.o 
Faint as I am, and almoſt ſick of blood, 
[here is one corcial would revive me till ; 
The üght of Memnon ; place that fiend before me 
Enter Memnon. * he 
Mem. Where, where's the Prince? Oh, gi 
him to my ſword ! [ forn 
His tall white plume, which like a high wroug: 
Floated on the tempeſtuous ſtream of fight, 
Shew'd where he ſwept the field 3 1 follow'd (wilt « 
But my approach has turn'd him into ait. £* 
Enter Myron, a 


ſoul, 


And ſhake the weapon from thy trembling arm ? 


—— — — — 


The fight hut now begins ! » 
Myr. Why, who art thay ? 


Mem. Prince, 1am * 
Myr. Memnon. , iſdainfu . 
Mem. No —l'm Mandane. 5 
Myr. Ha | wrongs and virtues! 
Mem, She's here, ſhe's here, ſhe's all ; her 
| [ Striking bis bead and breafs. 
Virtues and wrongs ! Thou worſe than murderer ' 
Myr. 1 charge thee name her got, forbear the 
With that ill-omen'd note. Ceroak 
Mem. Mandane ! 
. Be it fo. 
When | refle& on her men love for thee, 
Ard plot againſt my life, my pain is leſs, 
Mem. Tis faiſe ; ſhe meant ! the knew it not; 
He. only he, was conſcious of the thought. [Rameſes, 
Myr. Then I'm a wretch indeed | 
Mem. As ſuch I'll uſe thee : 
I'll cruſh thee like ſome poiſon on the earth, 
Tren haſte and cleanſe me in the blood of men. 
Myr. 1 thank thee for this ſpirit which exalts 
Into a foe I need not bluſh to meet. [thee 
Now from my ſoul, it joys me thou art found, 
Ard found alive; by Heaven, ſo much I hate thee, 
I fear'd that thou waſt dead, and hadſt eſcap'd me; 
ru drench my ſword in thy deteſted blood, 
Or ſoon make thee immortal by my owns 
Villain! 
Mem. Myron! 
M. Fs Rebel! 
m. Myron! 
— [Myron fall 
em. Mandane yron falls, 
Myr. Juſt the blow, and juſter ſtill, 
heeauſe imbitter'd to me by that hand 
I moſt deteſt ; which gives my ſoul an earneſt 
Of vaſt unfathomable woes to come, 
hat dreadful dowry for my dreadful love. 
leave the world my miſery's example; 
f wr'd aright, no trivial legacy. 
Enter Syphoces. 
Sypb. My lord, I bring you moſt unwelcome news. 
poor Mandane wander'd near the field, 
In hope to ſee her injuries reveng'd ; 


[ Dies. 


go | houghtleſs of any ſufferings but the paſt, 
er fear N party of the foe, ſaw, ſeiz'd, and bore her off. 

Mem. Vengeance and conqueſt now are trivial 
er; — 1 

ve made their prize! "tis impious in my ſoul 
0 entertain a thought but of her reſcue. 

ow, now, [I plunge into the thickeſt war, 

ſome bold diver from a precipice 
il; ato mid ocean, to regain a tem, 
ur, hoſe loſs impoveriſh'd kings, to bring it back, 
e. [ Et. Pr ſee the day no more. [Ereunt. 
Plume i Enter Mandane Priſoner. 
ln. | and. A gen'rous foe will hear his captive ſpeak : 
not ven denefit thus kneeling I implore ; 

t one of all thoſe ſwords that glitter round me, 
ouchſafe to hide its point within my breaſt, 
— Enter Memnon. 

Mem. Ab, villains, curſed atheiftz! Can you bear 
; That poſture from that form? What, what are 
[fore melt. numbers, : 

LEAF I behold thoſe eyes ? Not mine the glory, 
Oh, gif ht fingly thus I quell a hoſt of foes. 


wwman robbers ! Oh, bring back my ſoul. 
[ T hey force ber off, be ruſhes in upen them and iz 


4 taken 
e ſwift vor comfort to mankind, that they can loſe 
8 heir lives but once — But, oh ! a thouſand times 


torn from what they love. 
Enter Rameſes. 


U s 
Laborious th 


| 


| 
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And trac'd thee in a labyrinth of death; 
But thus to find thee !=—Better find thee dead! 
Theſe ſlaves will uſe thee ill, | 

Mum. Of that no more; 
Myron is dead, and by this arm: 

Ram. I thank thee. 
— — — — — with 2 : 

'll chaſe and ſcourge him through the lower world. 

Mem. Ala, thou bleed'ſt. 
Ram. Curſeon the tyrant's ſword, 
I bleed todeath ; but could not leave the world, 
Without a laſt embrace, Juſt now I met 
The poor Mandane. 

Mem. Quickly ſpeak. What aid the ? 

Ram. Nothing of comfort. Ceaſe to aſk me far- 
If you meet more, your meeting will be ſad. = 
Your arm, I faint,——Ah, what is human life? 


How like the dial's tardy-moving ſhade ! 


Day after day fl des from us unperceiv'd | 
The cunning fugitive is ſwift by ſtealth, 
Too ſubtle is the movement to be ſeen, 
Yet ſoon the hour is up—and we are gone. 
Farewel, I pity thee. 
Mem. Farewel, brave friend ! 
Would I could bear thee company to reſt; 
But life in all its terrors ſtands before me, 
And ſhuts the gate of peace againſt my wiſhes, 
Do I not hear a peal of diſtant thunder? 
And ſee, a ſudden darkneſs ſhuts the day, 
And quite blots out the ſun.— But what to me 
The colour of the ſky ? A death cold dew 
Hangs on my brow, and all my ſlacken'd joints 
Are ſhook without a cauſe, A groan! from whence ? 
Again ! and no one near me ? yain delufion ! 
Yet not I fear in vain! ſome ill is tow'rds me, 
More dreadful ſure, than all that's paſt. Mandane | 
I hop'd ſhe was at peace, and paſt the reach 
Of this ill news: but ſuch my wayward fate, 
| cannot aſk a curſe, but tis deny d me; 
And could 1 wiſh I ne'er ſhould ſee her more? 
Enter Mandane guarded. 
Mand. This is my brother; a ſhort privacy 
Is a ſmall favour you may grant a foe, [leifure, 
Guard. Let it be ſhort, we may not wait your 
Mem. "Tis wondrous ſtrange, there's ſomething 
holds me from her, 
And keeps this foot faſt rooted to the ground. 
This is the laſt time I ſhall ever pray. 
To me, ye gods, confine your threatened vengeanceg 
And I will bleſs your mercies while 1 ſuſter, 
[Memnon and Mandane advance ſlowly to the 
frent of the flage. 
Mand. What didſt thou pray for? 
Mem. For thy peace. 
Mand. "Twas kind; 
But, oh! thoſe hands in bonds deny the bleſſing, 
For which they earneftly were rais'd to heaven, 
Mem. I fear ſo too; what we have yet to do 
Muſt ſoon be done; this meeting is our laſt, 
How ſhall we uſe it? 
Mand. How ? Conſult thy chains, 
And my calamitles. 
Mom. Sad counſellors, 
And cruel their advice—Are there no other? 
Mand. I look around=——and find no glimpſe of 
A perfect night of horror and deſpair | [ hope, 


[Dies. 


Mem. Of horror and deſpair indeed, Mandane, 
Canſ thou believe me? Nay, can | delieve 
Myſelf? — he laſt thing that I wiſh'd for was— tis 

falſe. 
The weight of my miefartune hurts my mind. 


Ram, Far have I waded ia the bloody feld, 


Mand. Was _ 


Mum, dere not think; to think is telook dawn 
A . or Mons fathom deep, | 
That turn my braig——Oh! Oh! 

Mand. Memnon, no more; 
That filence and thoſe tears need no explaining z 
And it is kind, with ſuch ſevere reluftance 
To think upon my death—though neceſſary. 

Mem. Ah, bold! You plant a thouſand daggers 
Talk not of dying—lI diſown the thought; [here. 
Right is not right, and reaſon is not reaſon, 

All is diſtraction when | look on thee. _ 
Oh, all ye pitying gods! daſh out from nature 
Your ſtars, your ſun, but let Mandane live. 

Mand. No; death long fince was my conſirm'd re- 

Mem. Myron is dead. { lolve. 
. Hand, What joy a heart like mine 
Can feel, it feels——had he been never born, 

I might bave liv'd——'tis now———impoſlible, 

-Mcm. This even to my miſeries 1 owe, 

That it diſcoyers greater virtues ill, 
In her — — adores——Oh, my Mandane! 
Oh, glorious maid ! then thou wilt be at peace— 
Memnon walks thoughtfully, and returns. 
Muſt I ſurvive, and change thy tenderneſs 
or a ſtern maſter, and perpetual chains? 
Long | may groan on earth to ſate their malice, | 
Then through flow torments linger into death, 
No ſteel way no wall to daſh my brain, 

Mand. Ha! [birth 
Mem. Why thus fix'd in thought ? What mighty 
Ts lab'ring in your ſoul? Your eyes ſpeak wonders. 

Mand. Will not the blood-bounds be content with 

life ? 

Mem. Alas, Mandane ! No; they ftudy nature, 
To find out all her ſecret ſeats of pain, 

And carry killing to a dreadful art ; N 
A ſimple death in Egypt is for friends. [ not. 

Mand. Oh, then it muſt be ſo !—and yet it can- 

Mem, What means this ſudden paleneis? 

Mand. Heav'n aſſiſt me 

nog [ Feeling in her Boſym fhe ſepoony. 

Mem. My love ! Mandane ! hear me, my eſpous'd, 

My deargf heart! the infant of my boſom i 


I can't complain in common with mankind=— 
But am a wretched ſpecies all alone. . 
Muſt I not only loſe thee, but be cyrs'd _ 

To ſprinkle my own hands with thy life-blood? 
and. It cannot be avoided., - * 
Mem, Nor perform'd. 

Lift up my hand agsinſt thee as a foe! 

I, who ſhould ſave thee from thy very father, 

And teach thy deareſt friends to uſe thee well, 

Make kindneſs kind, and ſoften all their ſmiles? 

Oh, my Mandane! Think how I have lov'd! 

Oh, my Mandane ! Think upon tby pow'r ! 

How often haſt thou ſeen me pale with joy, 

And trembling at a ſmile ? and ſhall Imm— 

| Hard, Myrog—— 

[ At that Memnon any up ſuddenly, 
Mem. Ah, hold! 1 charge the hold! One glance 
that way 

Awakes my hell, and blows up all it's flames 

The world turns round, my heart is fick to death! 

Ob, my diſtraction! perfect loſs of thaqught | 
Mand. Why ſtand you like a ſtatue ? Are you 

What do you fold ſq fait within your arms? [dead? 

Why with fix'd eye-balls do you pierce the ground? 

Why ſhift-your place, as if you trod on fire ? 

Why gnaw your lip, and groan ſo dreadfully ? 

My lord, if I have ſpent whole live-long nights 

In tears, and figh'd away the day in private, 

Only oppreſs'd with an exceſs of love, 

Oh, turn, and ſpeak to me 
Mem. And thoſe, no doubt, 

Are arguments that I ſhould draw thy blood 

No child was eyer lull'd upop the breaſt 

With half that tenderneſs has melted from thee, 

And fell like balm upon my wounded ſoul, 

And ſhall I murder thee? Yes, thuz—thus—thus, 

5 [ Embracing ſeme time, 

Mand. Alas! My lord forgets we are to die. 
[ Memnon gazes with wender on the dagger, 
Mem. By heav'n I. had ! my ſoul had took her 

In bliſs Why, is not this our bridal-day ? [flight 
Mand. That way diſtraction lies. 

Mem. Indeed it does, | 


Whom I would foſter with my vital blood. | Both, Oh! Oh! 


Mand, "Tis well, and in return I give thee=this, 
| [ Shewws a dapper. 
' Mem. Millions of thanks, thou refuge in — 4 
Mand, Terrible kindneſs! Horrid mercy! Oh} 
I cannot give it thee. 
Mem, Full well I know 
Thy tender ſoul, and I muſt force it from thee. 
[Ai be is Hruggling with ber for the dagger, 
e ſpeaks. 

Mand, My lord! my foul! myſelf! You tear my 
Art thou not dearer to my eyes than light? [heart. 
Doſt thou not circulate through all my veins ? 
Mingle with life, and form my very ſoul! 

| Mem. Now, moniters, I defy you; fate forbids 
A long ſarewel; my gvard may interpoſe, 
And make your favour vain— Thus, only thus. 


[ Embrace, 


And now—— 8 
Mand. Ah, no! Since laſt I ſaw thee, thrice I 


rais'd [ Holds bis arm. 


My trembling arm, and thrice I let it fall.o— . 
If you refuſe compaſſion to my ſex, _ 
Memnon betrays me, and is Myron's friend, ; 
As 1 a paniard, vou ſupply an arm, 
And I Hal! till be happy in your love, 

[ After @ pauſe of aſtoniſhment, Le ſinks gently on 


the earth. 


Mand. Thy ſighs and groan are ſharper than thy 
The guard is on us. | [ tee]. 
Mem. Then it moſt be done. 
Sun, hide thy face, and put the world in mourning; 
Though blood ſtart out for tears, tis done—but 
One laſt embrace. Lone, 
[ As be embraces ber, ſhe burſis into tears. 
Let me not ſee a tear.— !] could as ſoon 
Stab at the face of heaven, as kill thee weeping · 
Mard. Tis paſt, I am compos d. 
Mem. And now, and now, 
Mard. Be not ſo fearful, tis the ſecond blow 
Will pain my heart—indeed this will not hurt me. 
Mem. Ob, thou haſt ſtung my ſoul, quite through 
and through, 
With thoſe kind words; J had juſt ſteel'd my breaſt. 
[Daſhing down the dagger. 
And thou undo'ſt it a could not bear 
To raze thy ſkin, to ſave the world from ruin. 
Mand. If you're a woman, I'll be ſomething more. 
[ Stabs berſelf . 
I ſhall not taſte of heav'n till you arrive. [ Dia. 
Mem. Struck home—and in her heart——She's 
dead already, 
And now with me all nature is expit'd. 
My lovely bride 5 now we agaia are happy, 
{ Stabs himſelf 
And better worlds prepare our nuptial bow's, 


Mm. From dreadful to more dreadful I am 
And ſind in deepeſt anguiſh deeper ſtill. Iplunz' d, 


Ce ee em —ẽ rl. — —öb — —— 


Now ev'ry ſplendid object of ambition, 


— 
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bimſelf 


I 
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Which lately with their various gloſſes play'd 

Upon my brain, and fool'd my idle heart, 

Are taken from me by alittle miſt, 

And all the world is vaniſh'd. [Dies. 

A March ſounded, Enter Nicanor and Syphoces 
victorious. The Guard which were advancing to 
the Bodies fly. 

Nic. The day's our own, the Perſian's angry 

pow'rs 

Have well repaid this mornings inſolence, 
And turn'd the deſperate fortune of the field 
By ſure, though late relief, 

Sypb. Nicanor, friend, 
] from the city bring you welcome news ; 
My guilty letter from the amorous queen 
I ſpread amongſt the multitude ; while yet 
Their blood was warm with reading the black ſcroll, 
Myris, to view the fortune of the fight, 
Leaving her palace for the weſtern tuw'r, 
Was ſeiz d, torn, ſcatter'd on the guilty ſpot 
Where her great brother fell. 

Nic. The gods are juſt, 

Syph. See where Buſiris comes, your royal cap- 
In 1 misfortune great; an awful ruin! [tive, 
And dreadful to the conqueror ! 

— ad vanc ing ſees the bodies. 

Nic. Sad ſight 


A fight that teaches triumph how to mourn, 
And more than juſtifies theſe ſtreaming tears, 
E'en on the moment that my country's ſav'd 
From ſore oppreſſion, and inglorious chains. 
[He falls on bis attendants. 
A great Shout, Enter Buſiris vvounded. 
Buſ. Conquer'd! Tis falſe; I am your maſter 
ſtill ; g 


Your maſter, though in bonds : you ſtand aghaſt 
At your good fate, and trembling can't enjoy. 

Now from my ſoul I hug theſe welcome chains, 
Which ſhew you all Bufiris, and declare 

Crowns and ſucceſs ſuperfluous to my fame. 
You think this ſtreaming blood will low'r my 


LL USES 


I 

No, ye miſtaken men, I ſmile at death; 9 

For living here, is living all alone, 

To me real ſolitude, amid | 

A throng of little beings, grovelling round me; 

Which yet uſurp one common ſhape and name. 

I thank theſe wounds, theſe raging pains, which 

An interview with equals ſoon elſewhere. f promiſe 
[ He ſees Memnon. 

Ha! Dead? Tis well; he roſe not to my ſword, 

| only wiſh'd his fate, and there he lies, 

Some when they die, die all; their mould'ring clay 

Is but an emblem of their memories; 

The ſpace quite cloſes up thro' which they paſs d. 

That I have liv'd, I leave a mark behind, 


Shall pluck the ſhining age from vulgar time, 
And give it whole to late poſterity. 


My name is writ in mighty characters, 


Triumphant columns, and eternal domes, 

Whoſe ſplendour heightens our Egyptian day, 
Whoſe ſtrength ſhall laugh at time, till their great 
Old earth itſelf, ſhall fail. In after-ages, [ baſis, 
Who war or build, ſhall build or war from me, 
Grow great in each, as my example fires : 

Tis I of art the future wonders raiſe ; 

I fight the future battles of the world 

Great Jove, I come! Egypt, thou art forſaken: 


[ Sinks. 


Dies. 
Sypb. Bear the dead monarch to his pyramid ; 


Afia's imporeriſh'd by my finking glories, 
And the world leſſens, when Buſiris falls. 


And for what uſe ſoe er it was deſign'd, 

By that high-minded, but miſtaken man, 
There let him lie magnificent in death, 
Great was his life, great be his monument: 
And on Bufiris' nephew, young Arſaces, 
Of gentler ſpirit, let the crown devolve. 


From chis day's vengeance let the nations know, 
ove lays the pride of haughtieſt monarchs low; 

And tbey who, kindled with ambitious fire, 

In arts and arms with moſt ſucceſs aſpire, 

If void of virtue, but provoke their doom, 


thought ; 


Graſp at their fate, and build themſelves a tomb. 
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